Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



ijGooglc 







ijGooglc 



ijGooglc 




ijGooglc 



BALLADS AND SONGS 
OF BEITTANY 



By TOM TATLOE 



WITH SOME OF THE ORIGINAL MELODIIS HAEMONIZED BY 
ilES lOM TlALor 




MACMILLAN AND CO. 
ISGg. 



xGooglc 



ijGooglc 



INTEODUCTIOS. 

The Brittany which still retains so much of its ancient 
tongue, national character, and local usages, as to separate its 
population from that of the rest of France even more distinctly 
than the Welsh or the Highlanders are separated from the 
English, comprehends the three departments of Pinistfere, 
Morbihan, and the C6tes du Nord. These depai'tments include 
the four ancient bishoprics of St, Pol de Leon, or the Leonnais, 
Cornouaille, Vannes, and Tr^guier, each of which was formerly, 
and is still in great measure, a district with distinct dress, 
usages, and local character, both in the landscape and the 
people. 

The L^onais (the Lemovicas of the Merovingian sovereigns) 
forms the extreme western hom of Brittany, and includes 
almost aU the arroTidissem&nts of JMorlaix and Brest. It is 
the richest and most varied region of Finist^re. Its fields are 
fertile : its population (setting Brest aside as a French Ports- 
mouth, only Breton in name), scattered in small i 
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isolated farms, live a life of extreme simplicity, which still 
retains most of the characteristics of an age of faith. The 
church is the great point of reunion for the Leonards, its "pwr- 
dons" or festivals of patron saints, furnish its gi'eat occasions of 
rejoicing; the "Day of the Dead" — the day after All Saints' 
Day — is its chief family commemoration. The whole population 
is in mourning : the day is spent in religious sei'vices, in masses 
and prayers for the dead. The remains of the supper, which 
crowns the offices of the day, is left on the table, that the dead 
may take their seats agaia round the rememhered board. The 
festival of St. John — the Christian substitute for the Druidic 
Sun-feast — is still celebrated. Beal-flres blaze on every hill- 
side, round which the peasants dance all night, in their holiday 
clothes, to the sound of the hi/niou — a kind of rustic hautboy — 
and the shepherd's horn, or of a rude music drawn out of reeds 
fixed aci-oss a copper basin The girl who dances round nine 
St. John's fires before midnight is sure to marry within the 
year. In many parishes the cur^ himself goes in procession 
with banner and cross to light the sacred fira A brand from 
it is preserved with reverence : placed between a branch of box 
blessed on Palm Sunday, and a piece of the Twelfth-night cake, 
it is supposed to preserve the cottage from evil by thunder. 
The flowers of the nosegay which crowns the beal-fire heap are 
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powerful talismans against bodily ills. Intensity of religious 
faith, passing into the wildest, and often grossest superstition, 
is the dominant character of the inhabitant of the L^onais. 
He is grave, intense in his feehngs, though reserved in the 
expression of them, distrustful of strangers, and profoundly 
attached to liis own country, its behefs and usages. His 
dialect is long-drawn and almost chaunt-like. His dress is 
dark, almost always black or dark blue, relieved among the 
men only by a red or blue scarf round the waist ; among the 
women, by a white coiffe, lite a nun's Mguine. Man-iages) are 
contracted as readily and as improvidently as in Ireland ; hos- 
pitahty is a custom as well as a duty, and the poor, down to 
the most abject beggar, are "God's guests." 

The Leonard presents the gravest side of the Breton cha^ 
racter, and has more in common with the Welsh than with the 
Irish Celt. 

But a parallel to the mingled joyousness and pathoa of the 
Irish temperament is to be found in Brittany — among the 
Kern^wotes, the inhabitants of Combuaille, the district which 
lies round the mountains of Arr^ between ilorlaix to the north, 
and Pontivy to the south, bounded by the L^nais northwards, 
and southwards by the district of Vannes. The northern portion 
of this region is wQd and baiTen; the southern, in parts at 
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least, amiliug and amene. Its coast scenery, especially about 
Quimper, is grand and terribla Round Penmarch (the Horse's 
head), one of the most westerly points of the Breton coast, the 
dash of the Atlantic on the rocky headland is as terrific as 
anything on our own Coi'nish coast. Under the shadow of this 
headland lay the town of Is, whose drowning is the subject of 
one of the baUads in this collection. 

Till within the last forty years mass used to be served once 
a yeai- from a boat on the Menhirien (or Druid stones), which 
at low spring-tides rose above the sea, and were behered to be 
the altars of the buried city, while all the fishing-boats of the 
bay brought a devout population of worshippers to this Christian 
sacrifice at Druid altars. The Kem^wote of the coast has roany 
points of resemblance with the L&nai'A Like him, he is 
grave almost to gloom, austere, and self-restrained. He dwells 
habitually on the sadder aspects of his faith, and celebrates 
most respectfully its sadder ceremonials. But the Kem^wote 
of the interior is the Iiiahman of Brittany, mingling with the 
pathetic ground-tone, which everywhere underlies the Celtic 
character, flashes of humour and joyousness, giving himself up 
with passionate impulsiveness to the merriment of the marriage- 
feast, the wild excesses of the carouse at the fair or opening of 
the thresh ing-fioor, the mad round of the jabadao, or the fierce 
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excitement of the foot-baO play or wTestling-match, which often 
winds up the Cornish pardons. His dress is of brilliant colours, 
always bordered with bright scarlet, blue, or violet: about 
Quimper are worn the hargoib-hraz, the loose, Turk-like 
breeches — a relic of the old Celtic garb. It is the costume of 
Comouaille that is known popularly as Breton — ^the bright 
jacket and vest, often with the name of the tailor and the date 
of the make worked in coloured wools on the breast, the broad 
belt and buckle, the baggy breeches and gay leggings, and the 
hair falling on the shoulders from under a broad-brimmed felt 
hat, or on the coast, one with narrow brims, turned up at the 
edge, and decorated with a many-coloured woollen band, its 
ends flying in the wind. It is in Comouaille that the old 
maiTiage ceremonial, with its elaborate diplomatic arrange- 
ments of Bazvalan and Breutaer,* is kept up with most state 
and lavishness of outlay. The wrestling-bouts of this region 
are the most sharply contested and numerously attended. It 
is remarkable that wrestling — essentially a Celtic exercise— is 
in England confined to that side of the island where the Celtic 
nationality retained its latest hold ; and the wrestling practice 
of Comouaille, even down to the favourite hugs and throws, 
may be paralleled by the laws of the game as still carried on 
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in Cumberland and Westmoreland, or in Devonsliire and our 
own ComwaJl. 

Tr^guier, the third of the Breton districts having a distinct 
dialect and character, lies to the east of L^on, between it and 
Nomiandy, and includes the department of the 06tes du Nord. 
It takes in, besides the old bishopric of Tr^gnier, that of St 
Erieuc, and part of that of Dol. The coast-Hne is less savage 
than that of Comouaille, the air milder, the ground richer and 
better cultivated. It is emphatically the trainiag-ground of 
the Breton priesthood, who receive their education in its semi- 
naries, and who have so lai^ely contributed to mould the 
Breton character and imagination, as well by their songs as by 
their reUgious ministrations. The character of the Tr^orrois 
is less rugged and severe than that of the L&nai-d or the 
Kemewote of the coast — less excitable than that of the Kem^ 
wote of the mountain. There is something about it which. In 
comparison with the Br^eton character of other regions, may be 
called soft, gentle, and submissive. It is from its seminaiies 
that the sentimental element infiltrates the popular poetry of 
Brittany. The Tr^gorrois is intensely religious, hut attaches 
himself especially to those festivals of the diurch which breathe 
hope and peace and goodwill. Nowhere in Brittany is Christmas 
observed so piously ; nowhere are the places of pilgrimage so 
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famous or so largely resorted to as the shrines of St. Mathurin 
or Montcontour, or of Our Lady of Succour at Guingamp. 
Tr^guier is the fountain-head of the religious canticles which 
fiU such a large space in the poetry of Brittany ; and at 
Lannion are still played, or have been played within living 
memory, Breton tragedies lite the old Celtic plays of our 
own Cornwall — historical as well as religioTis, lasting often for 
three days, and holding spell-hound, for maay hours of each 
day, peasant-audiences assembled by thousands in the open-air 
theatre. 

The Kloaret, or seminarist of Tr^guier, is generally a young 
peasant of sixteen or eighteen, who, having shown some vocation 
for the Church or a turn for books, has been sent by his parents 
(exulting in the honour of giving a son to the priesthood) to 
one of the seminaries which stud the C6tea du Nord. His 
student-life is more like that of the Scottish- peasant sent to 
Glasgow or Edinburgh, St, Andrews or Aberdeen, with the 
intention of becoming a probationer of the Kirk of Scotland, 
than anything in England, or 'iiau the sharply regulated 
existence of the ordinary seminaiist of Italy or other parts 
of France. He lives not in a college, but in a garret—often 
shared with four or five companions of his own class. He 
ekes out the poor maintenance which his parents can afford 
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him by hewing wood and drawing water, by serving about the 
inn-yarda, and, if he is lucky enough to find pupils, by lessons 
in reading . and writing at ten sous a month ! His father 
or mother on market-day brings the weekly provaunt of the 
young clerk — a scanty pittance of black bread, butter, bacon, 
or potatoes. 

The contrast between the rude misery of such a life and its 
destination to the awful and almost superhuman functions of the 
priest — the g.rowing sense of culture and intellectual expansion 
warring with, the bard facts of material existence — the sepa^ 
ration from home pleasures and village intimates of both sexes 
— and the anticipation of a lot which isolates for ever from the 
delight of love and the happiness of family and fireside-life — 
are all provocative, according to the nature they work on, of sad 
and regretful emotion, or of a passionate and mystic asceticism. 
Both find natural expression in poetry ; the regrets in elegy or 
idyllic song, the piety in canticles and hymns. It is, indeed, 
the Kliiarek who is at once the hero and the poet of most of 
the S6nes, as the Breton songs of the former class are called ; 
and the author of the Euhez or legends of saints, and Ka- 
naotten or religious songs, dealing with such subjects as the 
farewells interchanged between soul and body at death, the 
horrors of hell, and the joys of heaven — the recital of which 
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makes one of the principal entertainments of tlie pardon. 
Tri^guier, thanks to its KliJaxek, is the nursery alike of the 
elegiac and religious popular poetry of Brittany. 

Vannes, which occupies the southern coast of Brittany, is the 
most thoroughly Celtic portion of the country. It ia as thickly 
covered with cromlec'hs, hchvens, peulvans, menhirs, bairows, 
and dolmen,* as L^on is — or rather was before the Eevolution— 
with Calvaries, bone-houses, wayside chapels, and ahrines of the 
Virgin. On the heath of Lanvaux rises a forest of 120 menhirs: 
Trehorentec is a city of the dead, swelling with barrows innu- 
merable ; but aU the Druidic monuments of Vannes, and of the 
world, not excepting Stonehenge, sink into secondary rank by 
the side of Carnac, with its eleven parallel ranges of peulvans, 
stretching for a length of more than two leagues to the horizon 
— ^huge blocks, many planted with the narrow end downwards, 
and some twenty feet in height. 

Vannes, too, ia the site of the most memorable scenes of 
Breton romance and mediseval history. Here is the castle of 
CHason, the tower of Du Guesclin, the battle-field of the Thirty, 
the church of Ploermel with the tombs of the Dukes of Brittany, 



• Oroiaka'hs are Druidic cirelea ; lichnens, t' 
across; mtnkirs and pevlvani, single atones set uj 
and dolmea, bmad flat stones resting oa smaller st 
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and the mystic forest of Broeeliandj where Merlin lies in his 
enchanted sleep, under the spells of Vivien. 

Vannes is the home of the legends of gnomes and spirits, of 
dwarfs and fairies that haunt rocks and woods, streams and 
fountains, of the dua and mary-morgan, the poulpican, and 
the Jcorrigmi* The foot-ball play of the SouU, in which 
villages and parishes contend for the mastery, limbs being 
broken and lives often lost in the fierce excitement of the 
stru^le, is now confined to the district of Vannes. It was this 
region which furnished the most desperate elements to the 
Choua/nnerie ; and the historic ballads-f recording the prowess 
of Beaumanoir and Tint^niac, Du Guesclin, Jannedik Flamm, 
and Pontcalec, or the still earher heroism of Nominee and Lez- 
Breiz, Bran and Alan-al-Louam, are still the nightly entertain- 
ment of its tavern-parties, its family-feasts, and pardons. 

Such are the leading divisions of the Breton population, 
among which has grown up, and is still preserved, a richer 
ballad literature, and a larger stock of popular idyUic and 
religious poetry, than exists in any part of Europe of the same 
extent. The national character and local circumstances of the 
Breton have singularly favoured the preservation and oral 

' Celtic failles of the woods, streonis, roeks, and spriugs. 
f See the following selection. 
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transmission of their popular poetry. They have always "been 
a people set apM^; by blood, language, usages, and feelings, 
from the rest of France. The fusion of Celtic with the neigh- 
bouring nationality, which has effaced almost all traces of the 
race (except a few words of common use and names of places) 
in Cambria, Devon, and Cornwall, and has for centuries been 
actively at work even in Wales itself, has only begun to operate 
in Brittany since the Revolution, and at every step has been 
fiercely resisted. The upholding of national usages, faiths, cere- 
monies, traditions, and glories, has been ever a religion in 
Brittany ; and for the mass of the people song has been the 
sole instrument of their preservation. Manners here still retain 
their antique stamp — often a rude one, but often also beautiful 
and pathetic. The poetry that wells out of the Celtic nature 
wherever it is left to itself, has not had its course checked 
or crossed in Brittany by such influences as the Protestant 
Methodism of Wales, or the war of religion and races in Ireland. 
Ballads and cantides that were sung in the tenth, twelfth, and 
fourteenth centuries, are still handed down, by recitation, from 
father to son, from mother to child, among the peasants, 
beggars, and wandering "crowders," who have taken the place 
of the old bards. 

It is this essentially historical character which gives a dis- 
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tinetive peculiarity of the Breton tallads as compared with 
our own. Setting apart " Chevy Chace," the " Geste of Kobin 
Hood " — if its songs can be called historical — and some of the 
Border ballads, our own ballad literature has no strictly historical 
character. It is so difficult to identify its personages and inci- 
dents with any particular period or place as, in nineteen cases 
out of twenty, not to repay the labour of the attempt. The 
Breton ballad, as a rule, is sharply and distinctly historical. 
There is hardly one of the collection in the " Barsaz-Breiz " the 
incidents of which cannot be refen-ed to their date, place, and 
particular actors. As all true ballad literature is contemporary, 
it is a fair inference that these ballads were originally composed 
while the memory of their subjects was still recent, though, 
in the process of oral transmission for generations, they have 
of course undergone all manner of modification and mutilation. 
The Vicomte de la Villemarqu^ the accomplished editor of the 
" Barsaz-Breiz " (or poetic treasury of Brittany), is a Breton, 
of old and noble family, inspired by that ardent love of his 
country and race which is the dominant feeling of the Breton. 
His mother — still I believe alive— many years ago began col- 
lecting the ballads and songs of the country, and he continued 
the work, aided not only by his own active researches, hut by 
the elergy and resident nobles and gentiy, without whose help— 
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beyond tlie range of bis own family iofiaence — he would have 
found it impossible to overcome the ingrained distrust of the 
Breton peasant. He informs us in bis preface that his habit 
has been to obtain all the versions be could of the same ballad, 
and the only liberty be has taken has been in choosing between 
more and less complete versions — proceeding on the sound 
theory that the fullest in detail and most picturesque in colour 
were likely to be tbe oldest. The result has been a body of 
ballads with as distinct and consistent an impress of their time 
upon tbem as the very best preserved examples in the Border 
Minstrelsy. 

Besides tbe literature of the gviSTZ, or ballad, properly so 
called, whether it describe historical incident or individual 
adventure, of crime, sorrow, or suffering — for bardly one of the 
ballads is of a light or cheerful cast — M. de la Villemarqu^ has 
obtained from oral recitation portions of an older poetry, less 
popular, and the work of the comparatively cultivated and 
learned class of the later bards, whose epoch closes with the 
sixth century. 

Of this order are tbe earlier examples in my selection — 
" Tbe Wine of the Gauls," " The Prediction of Gwenc'hlan," 
"The Lord Nann and the Fairy," "The March of Arthur," 
"The Plague of EUiant," and "The Drowning of Kaer-Is." 
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Generally these earlier poems axe distinguiahed by the p 
of alliteration as well as rhyme, by the more or less complete 
division into triplets, and by a distinctly archaic impre^ in the 
manners described and the feelings of the singer. 

After these come the historic and narrative ballads, which 
cover a time extending from the eleventh century to the present 
day. My present selection includes none subsequent to the 
later half of the fourteenth century. They bear few traces of 
modernisation, as far as I am able to judge. I cannot pretend 
to form any estimate of antiquity from the language, of which 
my knowledge — ^mainly derived from the study of the ballads 
themselves, with the help of M. de la Villemarqu^s literal 
French translation, and Legonidec'e Breton Grammar and 
Dictionary — is too imperfect to justify me in giving any opinion. 
But I can feel "the keeping" of the narrative, style, and 
thoughts, and I can detect scarcely anything by this class of 
tests that seems to me like modem interpolation. 

Besides a selection from the historical ballads, which might 
have been doubled in bulk without introducing anything less 
vivid and stirring than is to be found in this volume, I 
have made a selection from the sdnes, or idyllic songs of the 
peasantry, both those appropriate to peculiar occasions — as the 
" Songs of Mai-riage," of " The June Feast," " The Shepherd's 
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Call," "The New Threshing-Floor," — and others, like "The 
Leper," and "The Miller's Wife of Pontaro," which approach 
more nearly to the hallad, and the second of which is an almost 
unique specimen of the satiric and humorous guers, which form 
a lai^ part of the stock of the travelling tailors or rag-gatherers 
(jyillaouer), who, with the beggars and bhnd players on rote or 
hmiou, are the chief minstrels of the Breton peasantiy. There 
are also tender and pathetic occasional songs — such as "The 
May Flowers," "The Swallows," "The Poor Clerk" — which are 
generally due to the reveries and regrets of some young semi- 
narist of Tr^guier, but are sometimes also, as in the case of the 
two fii-st mentioned, the composition of the peasants themselves. 

My present limits have not allowed me to include examples 
of the religious canticles, which are as distinctive a feature of 
the Breton popular poetry as the historical guRrs or the idylUc 
8&n,e. This want may he supplied, and my selection of his- 
torical ballads enlarged, should a second edition of this book be 
called for. 

The conditions of space imposed on me, were there no other 
reason, would debar me from entering on a wider inquiiy, which 
would not have been foreign to the nature of my work, and 
which has a deep interest of its own — a comparison of the 
popular poetry of Brittany with that of the other Celtic races 
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in Ireland, Walea, and Scotland. But this would require a 
volume to itself, and I feel that the iaqiiiry demands an anaount 
of knowledge of the Celtic language and literature to which 
I make no pretensions. The subject is one well worth the 
attention of Celtic scholars. 

All the Breton ballads are rhymed, the older ones being often 
alliterative as weU. The commonest metres are a shorter iambic 
one of eight feet, in couplets or triplets (in the older examples)^ 
and a longer anapsestic one in quatrains, I can claim for 
my translations one meiit, if they have no other — ^that is, the 
utmost fidelity to the originals, hoth in metiical form and in 
expression, that I could give it The only liberty I have taken 
is an occasional resort to certain English ballad locutions and 
repetitions, which have their almost exact parallel in the Breton, 
and to a few Scotticisms, which, from the large proportion of 
Scotch and north-country ballads in. our national stock of such 
compositions, have become almost a common property of the 
ballad style. 
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THE WINE OF THE GAULS, AND THE 
DANCE OF THE SWOED. 

(GWIN AR CHALLAOUED, HA KOEOL AE C^HLEZE.) 

[The " Gauls, " wtose wine is praised in this savage ehaunt, were the Franks, on 
wtose TinejardB and eeUara Cfcegory of Tours lieaerilies tiie comparatively uncivilieed 
Brelous as making I'egular autumnal raids. Thieriy, in his " ILfcits Heroiingiena," 
supposes the chauut here translated to be one of those in nhich suceessful forays of 
this kind ware celebrated. It ia still sung in the Breton taTerne, but M, de la Ville- 
marqufi infonas ns ttat the eense of much of it is lost among the peasants from 
whose reeitatiOD he picked it up, and he is by no means snre either of the complete- 
Heas of his own Teraion, ov of the correctness of hia interpretation in all poiuts. Tke 
wines of the district about Kautes seem to be referred to, as they are white. The 
other drinks enumerated — that made of mulberry juice, beer, mead, and cider — were 
in old times, and still are (the three latter at least), naljonal bererages of Brittany. 
It ia probable, as M. de la Yillemarqa^ conjeatnres, that two ohannts are here welded 
t th th eeond, beginning at the thii'leenth stauKi, seems to be a fragment of 
th g th t ceompanied the old Celtic svord-dance in honour of the Snn. The 
1 f h a portion of the ehannt is more antiq.ue than that of the preceding 

i I h th, huweier, the alliteration ia nearly pei-fect— an acknowledged sign 

f tiq ty The rhythm suggests a measured accompaniment of tramping feet and 
1 hi g B d and the wild ohoms, invoking firo and sword, oak, and earth, and 
w ai es s back to the early times of Drnidie elemental worship, as the whole 

composition breathes a ferociuus delight in blood aud battle, smacking little of 
Christian doctrine or discipline.] 
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ETTEK juice of vine 
Than berry wine : 
Better juice of vine .' 

Fire ! fire ! steel. Oh I steel ! 

Fire, fire I steel and fire ! 

Oak ! oak, earth, and waves ! 

Waves, oak, earth, and oak I 

Better wine o' the year 

Than our beer, — 
Better wine o' the year ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 

Better blood grapes bleed 

Than our mead, — 
Better blood grapes bleed ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 

Better drink o' the vine 

Than apple wine,^ 
Better drink o' the vine ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 
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AND THE DANCE OF THE SWORD. 

Dunghill Gaul, to thee, 

Leaf and tree, — 
Stock and leaf to thee ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 

Valiant Breton, thine 

The white wine, — 

Valiant Breton, thine ! 

Fire ! iire, &c. 

Wine and blood they run 

Blent in one, — 
Wine and blood they run ! 

Fire ' fire, &c. 

White wine and red blood. 

Fat and good, — 
White wine and red blood ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 

Red blood and white wine, 

Bright of shine,— 
Rod blood and white wine ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 
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THE WINE OF THE GAULS, 

Tis the Gauls' blood 

Euna in flood, — 
'Tis the Gauls' blood ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 

I've dmnb wine and gore 

In the war, — 
I've drunk wine and gore ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 

"Wine and blood they feed. 

Fat indeed,— 
Wine and blood thoy feed ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 



II, 

Blood, wine, and glee. 

Sun, to thee, — 
Blood, wine, and glee ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 
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AND THE DASCE OF THE SWORD, 

Glee of dance and song, 

And battle -tlirong, — 

Battle, dance, and song ! 

Fire ! fire, &o. 

Let the sword-blades swing 

In a ring,— 
Let the sword-blades swing ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 

Song of the blue steel, 

Death to feel, — 
Song of the blue steel ! 

Fire ! lire, &c. 

Fight, whereof the sword 

Is the Lord, — 
Fight of the fell sword ! 

Fire ! fire, &e. 

Sword, thou mighty king 

Of battle's ring,— 
Sword, thou mighty king ! 

Fire ! fire, &c. 
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THE WINE OF THE GAULS. 

With the rainbow's light 

Be thou bright, — 
With the rainbow's light ! 

Fire ! fire ! steeJ, Oh ! steel ! 

{"ire, fire ! steel and fire ! 

Oak I oak, earth, and waves ! 

Waves, oak, earth, and oak ! 
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THE LOED NANN AM) TEE FAIRY. 

(AOTEO0 KANK HAG AR GOEEIGAN.) 

[The "Korrigan"of BretoasnperEtition ia fouud both in Scotland and in Ireland. 
"Scut" means dwarf, and "gan" or "gwtn" la interpreted bj M, de la Tille- 
inarqufi " genius " or "epint." The " Korrigan " is nearly identical witli the "elf" 
of Scandinavian mytholf^, and Danish hallada maj- ba found in wBiel the "elf" 
plajB exactly the same part to a belated hnnter aa the Korrigan to the Lord Kann in 
the following ballad. Aa ill other cases, I hate beea careful to follow the metre and 
dirisions into stanzas of the original. The latter is important, aa the triplet always 
indicates considerable antiq^uity in Cambrian and Annorioan rhymed compositions. 
The nld Celtic barJisai especially affected "triads," or division into threes.] 

!3HE good Lord Nann and his fair bride. 

Were young when wedlock's knot was tied — ■ 
Were young when death did them divide. 

But yesterday that lady fair 

Two babes aa white as snow did bear ; 

A man-child and a girl they were. 

" Now, say what is thy heart's desire, 

For making me a man-child's sire ? 

'Tis thine, whate'er thou may'st require. — 
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THE LOKD NASN AND THE FAIRY. 

" Wliat food soe'er thee lists to take. 
Meat of tiie woodcock from the lake. 
Meat of the wild deer from the brake." 

" Oh, the meat of the deer is dainty food ! 

To eat thereof would do me good. 

But I grudge to send thee to the wood." 

The Lord of Nano, when this he heard. 
Hath gripp'd his oak spear with never a word ; 
His bonny bla<;k horse he hath leap'd upon. 
And forth to the greenwood he hath gone. 

By the skirts of the wood as he did go. 
He was 'ware of a hind as white as snow ; 

Oh, fast she ran, and fast he rode. 

That the earth it shook where his horse-hoofs trode. 

Oh, fast he rode, and fast she ran, 

That the sweat to drop from his brow began — 
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THE LOED NANN AXD THE FAIRY. 

That the sweat on his horse's flanks stood white ; 
So he rode and rode till the fall o' the night. 

When he came to a stream that fed a lawn. 
Hard by the grot of a Corrigaun. 

The grass grew thick by the streamlet's brink. 
And he lighted down off his horse to drink. 

The Corrigaun sat by the fountain fair, 
A-combing her long and yellow hair. 

A-combing her hair with a comb of gold, — 
(Not poor, I trow, are those maidens cold).^ 

" Now who's the hold wight that dares come here 
To trouble my fairy fountain clear ? 

" Either thou straight ahalt wed with me. 
Or pine for four long years and three ; 
Or dead in three days' space shalt be." 

" I will not wed with thee, I ween. 
For wedded man a year I've been ; 
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THE LOED NANN AND THE FAIRY. 

" Nor yet for seven years will I pine, 
Nor die in three days for spell of thine ; 

" For spell of thine I will not die. 
But when it pleaseth God on high. 

" But here, and now, I'd leave my life. 
Ere take a Corrigaun to wife." 

" Oh mother, mother ! for love of me, 
Now make my bed, and speedily. 
For I am sick as a man may he. 

" Oh, never the tale to my ladye tell ; 
Three days and ye'll hear my passing-bell ; 
The Oorriaaun hath cast her spell." 



Three days they pass'd, three days were sped, 
To her mother-in-law the ladye said : 



" Now tell me, madam, now tell me, pray. 
Wherefore the death-bells toll to-day ? 
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THE LORD NANN AND THE FAIRY. 

" Why chaunt tlie priests in the street below, 
All clad in their vestments white as snow ? " 

" A strange poor man, who harbour'd here, 
He died last night, my daughter dear." 

" But tell me, madam, my lord, your son — 
My husband — whither is he gone V 

" But to the town, my child, he's gone ; 
And at your side hell be back anon." 

" What gown for my churching were't best to wear,— 
My gown of grain, or of watchet fair ? " 

" The fashion of late, my child, hath grown. 
That women for churching black should don." 



As through the churchyard porch she stept. 
She saw the grave where her husband slept. 



" Who of our blood is lately dead. 

That our ground is new raked and spread ? 
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THE LORD NANN AND THE FAIEY. 

" The truth I may no more forbear, 

My son — ^your own poor lord — lies there ! " 

She threw herself on her knees amain, 
And from her knees ne'er rose again. 

That night they laid her, dead and cold, 
Beside her lord, beneath the mould ; 
When, lo ' — a marvel to behold I — 

Next mom from the grave two oak-trees fair. 
Shot lusty boughs high up in air ; 

An.d in their boughs — oh, wondrous sight ! — 
Two happy doves, all snowy white — 

That sang, as ever the mora did rise. 
And then flew up — into the skies ! 
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THE PKEDICTION OF GWENC'HLAN. 

(DIOUGAK GWENC'HLAN.) 

[Amoko tte liards wto, in the fourth and fifth centuries of our epooli, resisted 
the inYasion of Drnidi&m by Clirktianitj, the name of Kiaii, sntnamed "Quenc'hlaa" 
(meaning "pure of rioe"), t-is been preserved to ua in one of the fragments attri- 
buted to TaliesiD, who speaks of him as one be had inowu in his juuth, s, oomposer 
of Bjngs in honour of his eountry and its heroes. Henuhs speaks of him, with 
Taliesm, Aaeurin, and Llrwaicb Heiin, as one of the most illnstrious nf bards "in 
poemate Britanmco " Prjphecies {DtoTtganou) ascribed to him esiated in a MS. of 
the fifteenth century, preserved till the Kevolution in the Abbey of LandfvSnee. 
This MS , ju all probability the transcript of one mnch more ancient, perished in tlie 
Kevolutiomry troubles Some fragmenla of it baTO escaped whieli are quoted by 



dungeon. In this low estate Snenc blan propheaiea the defeat and destruction of the 
enemy. The poem has numeroua points of reaemtilanee ndth the auryiviug fragments 
of Taliesin and Llyware'h Heon ; and among tham is the allnsion to the three cjelea 
of existence, a dogma of the Druidio faith. "I hare been thrice bom," says Taliesro.* 
' ' I have been dead ; I hare bean alire : I am what I was. I hare been a hind ou 
the hill : I hare been a gaj-plumaged cook ; I have been a dun fawn. Now I am 
Taliesin." Of course the language of this fierce denunciation has lost much of ita 
antjque character, hut the grim aavageneas of its sentiment is as intense as eTer.] 



* "Myryrian Anthology," vol, i. 
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THE PREDICTION OF GWENC'hLAN. 



S|l*^£iHEN the sun sets and flood-tides roar, 
' I sit and sing beside my door. 




When I was young I loved to sing ; 
Now I am old to song I cling. 



I sing by night, I sing by day, 
For all my heart within is was. 



If bead be. bowed, and heart be sore, 
Reason enow have I therefor. 



It is not that I go in fear, 

I would not shake though death were near. 



It is not fear of death ; I trow 
Of living I have had enow. 



The hands that seek me not shaU find. 
The eyes that seek me shall be blind. 
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THE PREDICTION OF GWEKC HLAN. 



Little I reck wliat time may hide, 

Man's weird is wrought io Fate's sood tide. 



The gate of death must thrice be ^ 
By a]l, before they rest at last. 



I see the boar break from the wood, 
His hurt foot leaves its print in blood. 



Blood clots the jaws that gape for rage ; 
Hia bristles they show grey with age. 



Round him a sounder of his brood, 
All grunting, ravenous for food. 



Lo, where a sea-horse braves the boar, 
That all for terror shakes the shore ! 



He shineth white as shining snows ; 
Two silver horns his frontlet shows. 
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T.[iE PREDICTION OF GWENc'lILAN. 

Beneath his feet white seetheis the foam 
With fires that from his nostrils come. 

About him the sea-horses go 

As thick as mere-side sedges grow. 

" Hold firm ! hold firm, horse of the sea ! 
At the boar's head ! Strike lustily ! 

" The naked feet slip in the gore : 
Strike swifter, sorer and more sore ! 

" I see the blood-gouts stream amain i 
Strike harder yet, and yet again ' 

" I see the blood rise to the knee : 
I see the blood spread like a sea ! 

" Strike harder ! Strike at head and breast ! 
To-morrow thou ma/st take thy rest. 

" Strike hard ! Strike, sea-horse, stout and strong ! 
Strike at the head ! strike loud and long 1" 



>y Go Ogle 



THE PHEDICTION OF GWENC HI-AN. 



In my cold grave as I lay still, 

I heard the midnight eme scream shrill. 



He bade his eaglets to be yare, 
And all the wild bkds of the air. 



Unto the wild birds he 'gan call, 

" Up on your wide wings, great and s 



" No carrion feast of sheep or ho«nd ; 
'Tis man's meat reeks up from the ground. 



" Grey raven from the sea^cliff bai'e. 
Tell me what quarry grip'st thou there ?" 



" There's a chieftain's head my claws between, 
Wherefrom to pike the two red een. 



" His two foul een they shall be mine. 
For that his hand did tear out thine." 
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THE PREDICTION OF GWF.NC'tll.AN, 



" Red fox, that wily art and ware, 

Tell me what quarry grip'st thou there ?'' 



" I hold his heart in my jaw-bone, 
That was as false as is my own. 



" The heart that schemed to work thee woe, 
Doomed thee to lingering death and slow." 



" And thou, foal toad, what hast to do. 
Squat by the comer of his mou' ? " 



" I wait beside the traitor's lip, 

To watch when forth his soui shall slip. 



" In my foul form that soul shall dwell. 
To quit him for his work of hell 



" Wrought on the bard, that dwells no more 
'Tween Eoch-aliaz and Porth-gwenn shore." 
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THE MARCH OF ARTHUR 

(BALE ARZ01J.) 

[M. BE 14 VjlLEUiKQufe, tO wboit 

of Arthur," whioli he obtained from th 
called Mikel Floo'h, informs ua tiat these triplets were sung in choraa, as late as tlie 
Chonan ivar, hy tte Breton peasants, aa they marched to battle against ti.e Sepablioan 
soldiers. The belief in the appfaranoe of Arthnr's tost on the monntaina, headed by 
their mystic chief, — who awakens from his ebarmed sleep in tbe Valley of Avalou 
wheneTer war impends over hia beloTcd Cymry, — is common to all the Celtic raeea, 
and may be compared with a similar &itli as to Holder among tha Danes, Barbarossa 
among the Germans, and Marco among the Servians. Sir Walter Scott has recorded 
the belief entertained in the Highlands of the apparition of mounted warriors riding 
along the preoipitona flanks of the mountains, where no liring horse eould keep his 
footing. The apparition of this ghostly troop is always held to portend war ; and it is 
no doubt the eame which the Celtic bard has here deaoribed as arrayed under Arthur. 
The ancient air to which the triplets are snng (which will be found among the musical 
accompaniments in the Appendix) is a wild and warlike march; and the peasant who 
chanted it to De la Villemarqufi tjld him it was always sung three times otot. The 
composition is an ancient one, and contains many words now obsolete in Brittejiy, 
though still found in the Cymric of Wales. The last triplet is a late addition.] 



iHAMP, tramp, tramp, tramp to battle din ! 
Tramp son, tramp sire, tramp kith and kin ! 
Tramp one, tramp all, have hearts within. 
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THE MARCH OF ARTHUR. 

The chieftain's son his sire addrest. 
As mom awoke the world from rest : 
" Lo ! warriors on yon mountain crest — ■ 

" Lo ! waniors armed, their com-se that hoh 
On grey war-horses riding bold. 
With noatrik snorting wide for cold ! 

" Rank closing up on rank I see, 
Six by six, and three by three, 
Spear-points by thousands glinting free. 

" Now rank on rank, twos front they go, 
Behind a flag which to and fro 
Sways, as the winds of death do blow ! 

" Nine sling-^asts' length from van to rear— 
I know 'tis Arthur's hosts appear ; — 
There Arthur strides — that foremost peer ! ' 

" If it be Arthur — Ho ! what, ho ! 

Up spear ! out arrow ! Bend the bow ! 

Forth, after Aithur, on the foe 1 " 
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THE MARCH OF ARTHUR. 

The chieftain's words were hardly spoke. 
When forth the cry of battle broke™ 
From end to end the hills it woke : 

" Be 't head for hand, and heart for eye. 
Death-wound for scratch — a-Iow, on high,— 
Matron for maid, and man for boy 1 

" Stone-horse for mare, for heifers steers. 
War-chief for warrior, youth for years, 
And fire for sweat, and blood for tears. 

" And three for one — -by strath and scaur, 

By day, by night, till near and far 

The streams run red with waves of war ■ 

" If in the fight we fall, so best ! 
Bathed in our blood — a baptism blest — 
With joyous hearts we'll tate our rest^ 

" If we but fall where we have fought. 
As Christian men and Bretons ought. 
Such death is ne'er too early sought." 
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ALAN-THE-FOX. 

(ALAN-AL-LOUARN.) 

[AiiH, aumamed "of the Twisted -beard" in BreWn history, and " tlie Pos" 
in Breton popular tradition, after a youth spent in hunting down the wolves and 
bears of onr own iEland— according to ti.e monastie otronicler of Saint Brieuo* — put 
himself at the head of the Bretons, in a determined and successful attack on tke 
Normans, near Dolf (i.B. S37), and, after defeating them in a second engagemant at 
Saint Brieuo, was hailed chief by the assembled Bretons. M, de la Villemarqu^ attei' 
citing the historic references to the hero of t!>LS Epirited ballad, states that he took it 
down from tie recitation of an old peasant of Lan-huel-en-Arez, who in hia youth 
had fought in the Chouan war, nnder Georges Cadondal. M. de la Villemarq.ue asked 
him who was the chief referred to in the ballad : ' ' General Qeorges, of course, " waa 
the reply. Cadondal was, in fast, known among bis peasant soldiers by the sobriquet 
of *'tlie Fox,^' well earned by his sagacity and aptitude for stratagem. The Normans 
are here described as "Gauls" and "Saions," the names generally given by the 
Bretons to all enemies of tbsir nationality ; and tbe allusion to ' ' the short-haired 
ears " is esplained by Uie Norman practice of cutting the hair and beard, in conti"a- 
distinction to the fasbion of tlie Bretoua, who have always worn flowing hair and 
moustache, ] 

^ HE fox with a beard lie yelps, — yelp yelp ! yelp 

yelp ! in the glades ; 

( coneys, to your burrows ! His eyes are 

two bright blades ! 

* Quoted by Dom, Morice in his "Histoire de Bretagne." 

t "Clirotticou Nanneten.'io," quoted by Dom. Morice, vol. i., p. liS. 
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28 alan-thp:-fox. 

His fangs are sharp ; his feet are swift ; his daws drop gore ; 
Alaii-the-Fox he yelps — ^yelp yelp ! — ^to war, to war ! 

I've seen the Bretons whetting their weapons, one and all. 
Not on a Breton whetstone, hut on harness of the Gaul. 

I've seen the Bretons reaping upon the battle field, 

'Twas not blunted sickles, hut sharp swords that they did wield. 

They reaped not our own huckwheat, nor the rye of our 

Bretayne, 
But the beardless Saxon ears, and the short-haired Gaulish grain. 

They are not flails of wood the Bretons take to thresh their wheat. 
But stout staves shod with iron, and armfed horses' feet. 

I heard the cry the threshers raise when they've threshed out 

all the com : 
It rang from Mount St. Michael to the valley of Elom. 

From the Abhey of St. Weltas to the point of FinisteiTe, 
And to Brittany's four corners the Fox's fame did beai-. 
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Honour and laud for ever fae the Fox's due reward ; 
This aong for aye remember, and give pity to the bard. 

The bard who sung this song the first, song since hath never 

Ah me, the hapless singer ! The Gauls cut out his tongue. 

But if his tongue be severed, his heart e'en yet is strong, 
And still his Jiand is stout on harp to shoot the shafte of song ! 
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THE DROWNIKG OF KAER-IS.* 

(LIVADEN GEE-IS.) 

[The anonymous ehronMec of EaT^mm mentions a town, wliich he calls Ker-ig, 
as flsiating in Arnioriea in the fifth century. Here ruled a prince called Gtradlonvawre 
i.e. Grradlnn the Great. Gradlon was tlie protector of Gwlnole, ths founder of the 
first abbey established m Brittany, The following l>allad (the original of which M. de 
Villemarqne obtained from the rscitation of Thomas Pen-Tcnn, — i.e. Whiiehead— a 
peasant of Tregunk) narrates the popular tradition of the destruction of the town by 
the ting's daugliter, Dahuf, who opened a sluice, wljioh kept out the eea, by a ley 
stolen from Ler sleeping father, after an or^e, at her lovei's bidding. This tradition 
is common to all the Celtic races. It is found in Wales and in Ireland. In the 
former country the King is Seiaenin, the drowned town Gwaeleod, and its ate in 
Cardigan Bay, where the fishermen Efill talk of tbo cuius of ancient buildings seen 
by them at the bottom of the sea when the tide is lower than usual. In Ireland the 
town is Neagh, and our readers will remember the alluaion to the sunken town in 
Moore's graceful lines : 

" On Lougi Neagh'a banks when fhe flsherman strays, 



Ghrezno, a Welsh bard, whose date is refeirad to the fiflh century, but whose 
poems are found in a minuscript ascribed to the ninth, h i? a poem on the subject 
(included in the Myryrian ArcbrologT) wbich begins wilh the awakening of the 
ling: 

"Arise, oh Seiienm anl I'uL firth— the Imi of namor« the fiells of Gwezno, era 



* "Kaer-Ie," i.e. Is-Town, "caer" being the same word that ent 
n Car-lisle, the Celtic " Caer-teon, " — Caer-marthen— Caer- laverock. 
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THE DKOWNING OF KAER-IS. 



A eirooicler, whose work is preservecl in the Cinrtulaiy of Laadven, attrilutes 
to Gradlon tlie introduetioa of wiue into Brittany. 

Mavie of France,, who tells the slorj of the drowning of la-town in one of lier 
Laia (Gradlon-meur), spealis of Gi'adlon's horse as having aayed liia maaler's life for a 
long time by swimmiiig, and as liaviag become wild with grief when the king fell off 
at last, and was drowned. 

In auotber versioii it is the princess who is drowned. Her faOier is bearing her 
off, en erofipe, when an awful voica thrice bids him fling off the demon who sits 
behind bim. He does so, and the inundation is arrested. 

Before the Kevoiution, King Gradlon's statue, mounted on his faithful horse, 
used to stand between the towers of the Cathedral of Quimper, and every year, on 
Saint Ceciij'B day, a minstrel used to monnt Oie croup of the royal ohorger, with a 
napkin, a £agon of wine, and a golden hanap, all provided at the cost of the cathedral 
chapter. He used to put the napkin ronnd tbe neok of the statue, pour the wine fiom 
tbe flagon into the hanap, put it to the statiie'e lips, and then, draining the liquor, fling 
the hanap among the crowd gathered Ijelow^ to do bonour to the introducer of the grape. 

The poem, says M. de la Viliemai-qne, from whose learned notes I have taken the 
above information, is very antique in rhythmical structure aod in language. 

Its rude pictureaqueueas needs no pointing out, nor the dramatio skill and life 
with which the action of ths story is slietched out. In this respect these Breton 
ballads seem to me unequalled by anjtiiing of their class. As in all th« other traoa- 
lations in this volume, I have been Eerupnloiisly literal,] 



'^ EAED ye the word the man of God 

Spake to King Gradlon, hlythe of mood. 
Where in fair Kaer-Is he abode ? 

" Sir King, of dallianee be not fain, 
From evil loves thy heart refrain. 
For hard on pleasure followetb pain. 



>y Go Ogle 



THE DROWNING OF KAER-IS. 

" Who foods his fill on fish of sea 
To feed the fishes doom'd is he ; 
The swallower swallow' d up shall be. 

" Who drinks of the wine and the barley-brew, 
Of water shall drink as the fishes do ; — 
Who knows not this shall learn 'tis true." 



Unto his guests King Gradlon said, 
" My merry feres, the day is sped ; 
I will betake me to my bed. 

" Drink on, drink on, till morning light, 
In feast and dalliance waste the night ; 
For all that will the board is dight." 

To Gradlon's daughter, bright of blee^ 

Her lover he whisper'd, tenderly : 

" Bethink thee, sweet Dahut, the key 1 " 
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THE DROWNING OK KAEK-IS, 

" Oh ! I'll win the key from my father's side. 
That bolts the sluice and bars the tide ; 
To work thy will is thy lady's pride." 



Whoso that ancient king had seen, 
Asleep in hie bed of the golden sheon, 
Dumb-stricken all for awe had been— 

To see him laid in his robe of grain, 

His hair like snow, on his white hanse-bane,* 

And round his neck his golden chain. 

Whoso had watch'd that night, I weet, 
Had seen a maiden stilly fleet 
In at the door, on naked feet. 

To the old King's sido, she hath stolen free. 
And hath kneeled her down upon her knee. 
And hghtly hath ta'en both chain and key. 

"Hauac," " hals-b.-Lne," Keak-bone, often use.l in thi; old SooUi 
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THE DROWNING OF KAER-Il 



He sleepeth still, he sleepeth sound, 
When, hark, a cry from the lower ground— 
" The sluice is oped, Kaer-Is is drown'd ! 

" Awake, Sir King, the gates unspar I 
Eise up, and ride both fast and far ! 
The sea flows over bolt and bar ! " 

Now ciu-s^d for ever mote she be, 

That all for wine and harlotry. 

The sluice unbarr'd that held the sea I 



" Say, woodman, that wonn'st in the forest green. 
The wild horse of Gradlon hast thou seen. 
As he pass'd the valley-walls between t " 

" On Gradlon 's horse I set not sight, 

But I heard him go by in the dark of night. 

Trip, trep, — ^trip, trep, — like a fire-flaught white !' 
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THE DROWNISG OF KAER-IS. 

" Say, fisher, the mermaid hast thou seen. 
Combing her hair by the sea-waves green— 
Her hair like gold in the sunlight sheen ? " 

" I saw the white maiden of the sea, 
And I heard her chaunt her melody. 
And her song was sad as the wild waves be. 
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THE EVIL TEIBUTE OF NOMIINOE. 

(DEOUK-KIKNIG KEUMENOIOTJ.) 

[NoK^NOli; vas the Alfred of tlie Bretons, their deliverer from the Franks under 
Charles the Bald, in the 9ch csntnry (a.d. 8J1). He is a strictly historical personage. 
Pniier him the Bretons succeedeil in driving the immensely superior furoe of the 
Franks hejond the rivers I'Oust and Tilaiue ; pnahed their frontier as far as 
Poitou. and rescued from the hands of the iuvadec the towns of Hautea aad Rennes, 
which have remained included in Brittany from the date of their deliteranoe !iy 
No[u6noS. This very spirited ballad was obtained by M. da la Tillemarqufi, from the 
oral recitation of a peasant of Kergcres. As in my other translations of BretoQ 
ballads, I have adhered to the metre and eonplet- divisions of the original, line fur line. J 

PYTTE I. 

HE herb of gold * is cut : a cloud 

the sky hath spread its shroud. 
To war ! 

" The stonn-wreatlis gather, grim and grey," 
Quoth the great chief of Mount Are. 

" These three weeJia past so thick they fall, 
Towards the marches of the Gaul 

* The "herb of gold " is the mystic sclage. Aoooi-ding to Breton superstiliun, 
in cannot approach it without the sky clouding, and disaster folluwiug. 
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THE EVIL TRIBUTE OF NOMENOE. 

"So thick, that I no ways can see 
My son returning unto me. 

" Good merchant, farer to and fro, 
Hast tidings of my son, Karo ? " 

" Mayhap, old chieftain of Ar^ ; 
But what his kind and calling say." 

" He is a man of heart and brains, 
To Koazon * he drove the wains ; 

" The wains to Roa^on drove he. 

Horsed with good horses, three hy three, — ■ 

" That drew fair-shared among them all. 
The Breton's trihute to the GauL" 

" If thy son's wains the tribute bore, 
He will return to thee no more. 

" When that the coin was brought to scale. 
Three pounds were lacking to the tale. 
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" Then outspake the Intendant straight : 
' Vassal, thy head shall make the weight I ' 



" With that his sword forth he abrade. 

And straight smote off the young man's head ; 



"And by the hair the head ho swung, 
And in the scale, for makeweight, flung." 



The old chief at that cruel sound, 
Him seem'd as he would fall in swound. 



Stark on the rocks he grovell'd there — 
His face hid with his hoary hair ; 



And, head on hand, made heavy moan : 
" Karo, my son — my darling son ! " 



Then forth he fares, that aged man. 
And after him his kith and clan ; 
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THE EVIL TRIBUTE OF SOMENOE. 

The aged chieftain fareth straight 
Unto Noraenoe's castle-gate. 

" Now, tell me, tell me, thou porter bold, 
If that thy master be in hold 3 

" But, be he in, or be he out, 

God guard from harm that chieftain stout" 

Or ever he had pray'd his prayer. 
Behold, Nomi^noe was there ! 

Hia quarry from the chaae he bore, 
Hia great hounds gambolling before : 

In his right hand his bow unbent ; 
A wild-boar on his back uphent. 

On his white hand, all fresh and red, 

The blood dripp'd from the >vild-boar's head. 

" Fair fa!! you, honest mountain-clan, 
Thee first, as chief, thou white-hair'd man. 
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" Your news, your news, come tell to me : 
What would you of Nom^noe ? " 



" We come for right ; to know, in brief. 
Hath Heaven a God, — Eretayne a chief? "' 



" Heaven hath a God, I trow, old man ; 
Bretayne a chief, if ought I can," 



" He can that wilt, thereof no doubt, 
And he that can the Frank drives out— 



" Drives out the Prank, defends the land 
To avenge, and still avenge, doth stand ;- 



" To avenge the living and the d 
Me and my fair son foully sped ; 



" My Karo, whose brave head did fall 
By hand of the accursed Gaul. 



" They flung his head the weights to square ; 
Like ripe wheat shone the golden hair." 
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Therewith the old man wept outright, 
That teai-s ran down his beard so white. 



Like dew-drops on a lily flower. 
That glitter at the sun-rise hour. 



"When of those tears the chief was ware, 
A stem and bloody oath he sware : 



" I swear it, by this wild-boar's head, 
And by the shaft that laid him dead, 



" Till this plague's wash'd from out the land, 
This blood I wash not off my hand ! " 



Nom^noe hath done, I trow^ 
What never chieftain did till r 



Hath sought the sea-beach, sack in hand. 
To gather pebbles from the strand— 
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THE EVII, TRIBUTE OF NOMEMOE. 



Pebbles as tribute-toll to bring 
The Intendant of the haldhead king. 



Nom^noe hath done, I trow, 
"VVtat never chieftain did till now. 



Prince as he is, hath ta'en his wa' 
The tribute-toll himself to pay. 



" Fling wide the gates of Roazon, 
That I may enter in, anon. 



" Nomenoe comes within your gate. 
His wains all piled with silver freight." 



" Light down, my lord, into the hall, 
And leave your laden wains in stall. 



" Leave your white horse to squire and groom. 
And come to sup in the dais-room : 
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" To sup, but first to wash, for lo ! 

E'en now the washing-horn * they blow." 



" Fullsoon, fair sir, shall my washing be made, 
Wlien that the tribute hath been weigh'd." 



The first sack from the wains they pight— 
(I trow 'twas corded fair and tight) — 



The first sax;k that they brought to scale, 
'Twas found full weight and honest tale : 



The second sack that they came to. 
The weight therein was just and true ; 



The third sack from the wains they pight— 
" How, now 1 I trow this sack is light ? " 



The Intendant saw, and from liis stand 
Unto the sack he raught his hand— 



* Tliis practice of soumlmg the horn fur washing before dinner {m 
Qtd in old French), is still kept up at the Temple. 
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He raught his hand the cords unto, 
That so their knots he might undo. 



" From off the sack thy hand refrain ; 
My sword shall cut the knot in twain ! " 



The word had scantly pass'd his teeth. 

When flaah'd his bright svrord from the sheath- 



Through the Frank's neck the falchion went, 
Sheer by his shoulders as he bent ; 



It cleft the flesh and bones in twain, 
And eke the Knks o' one balance-chain : 



Into the scale the head plump'd straight, 
And there, I trow, was honest weight ! 



Loud through the town the cry did go : 
" Hands on the slayer ! Ho I Haro ! " 



He gallops forth out through the niglit ; 
" Ho ! torches, torches— on his flight ! " 
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" Light up, light up ! as best ye may, 
The night is black, and frore the way. 

" But ere ye catch me, sore I fear, 

The shoes from off your feet you'll we&r- — 

" The shoes of the gilded blue cordwain ; * 
For your scales— you'll ne'er need them again. 

" Your scales of gold you will need no more. 
To weigh the stones of the Breton shore ! 

To war ! " 

" Cordwain ; " leather of CorJ ova — "Cordovan." Hence our "Con 
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BBAN. 



[A oftEAT battle is recorded in tiatorj as liavuig teen fought in the teatli eenturj 
ncfir EerJcau, a village on tie coast of Leon, betweea the Noraemea and the Bretons 
nnder Eweu the Great, The Normans were driven to their ships, but carried off some 
prisonera ; among them tie hei-o of thia ballad, Bran, the grandson of a still greater 
chieftain of the Bame name, often mentioned in the Breton chronicles. Near Eerloan 
there ie still a hamlet called after him, Eervran, or Bran's hold. 

Many of the circvimstances of the ballad— the disguise of the messenger, tha 
tokens, the black and white aaila (an incident as ohJ as the Hellenic Thesena-Iegend) — 
are to be fonnd in the Homattee of Tristatt and Taolde, the author of which arows 
more than once his obligations to Breton popular song, M, de la Tillemarqu6 calls 
attention to lie use of the harp, here mentioned, as that instrnmenii still surviving 
in Wales, and till lately popular in Ireland and the HighJands of Scotland, has long 
been unknown in Brittonj.] 




ORE wounded lies the good knight Bran 
On the foughten field of Kerloiin. 



On Kerloan field, hard fay the shore, 
Lieth the gcandson of Braii-Vor. 



llaugre our Bretons won the day. 
He's bound and o'er sea borne away. 



>y Go Ogle 



Borne over sea, shut up, alone. 

In donjon-tower he made his moan. 



" My kin they shout for joy, but I, 
Sore wounded, on ray bed must lie. 



" Oh where shall I find a post to bear 
A letter unto my mother dear 1 " 



A post has been found, and in this wise ran 
The orders of the good knight Bran — 



" Now busk thee, busk thee in masquing weed, 
A beggar's gown were safe at need. 



" And take this signet ring o' me. 
This ring of gold, for a token to be. 



" To the land of Leon when thou shalt fare. 
This ring to my lady mother bear. 



"And if she come with my ransom-fee. 
Hoist a white flag, that I may see. 
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" And if she come not, O dule and woe 
Hoist a black flag, that I may know." 



When the messenger came to the land of Leon, 
The noble dame to supper had gone. 



To supper was set, with her kinsmen aJl,- 
The merry minstrels, they harp'd in hall. 



" Fair fall thee, noble chatelan. 
I bring this ring from thy fair so 



" His ring of gold, and a letter thereon,- 
s you read it, and read anon." 



" My merry minstrels, your harping give o'er, 
With a heavy grief ray heart is sore. 



" No time for harping ia this, God wot ; 
My son lies bound, and I knew it not. 
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" To-night make me a good ship yare, 
That to-morrow I over sea may fare." 



The morrow mom, from off Ms bed. 

The good knight Bran to his warder said— 



" Warder, warder, look out and se 
Is there no ship upon the sea ?" 



" Now nay, Sir Knight, nought never see I, 
But it be the great sea and the sky." 



The good knight Bran, at mid of day, 
Again to the warder he 'gan say — 



" Warder, warder, look out and se 
Is there no ship upon the sea ? " 



"Now nay. Sir Knight, I see nought, I trow. 
But the sea-mews flying to and fro." 
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The g;ood knight Bran, at the set of day, 
Again to the warder he 'gan say — 



" Warder, warder, look out and s 
la there no ship upon the sea 1 " 



Outspoke the warder, full of guile- 
And smiled on him a cruel smile— 



" A ship I see, far, far away. 

And the winds ahout it lash the spray." 



" What flag ? what flag blows out to sight ?■ — 
Is't of the black ? is't of the white ? " 



" Sir Knight, if rightly I discern, 

'Tis hlack, — I swear by the brands that burn," 



The woeful knight, when this he heard. 
Thereafter never uttered word. 



He turned his pale face to the wall, 
And shivered as they that in fever fall. 
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The lady, as ever she leaped to land. 
Bespoke the townsfolk upon the strand ; 

" What here has happ'd ? what means this thing, 
That thus I hear the church-bells ring ? " 

An aged nxan, that the ladye heard. 
Made answer straight upon the word — 

" One we had here in hold, a knight. 
Is dead, so late as yesternight." 

Scarce spoke were the words of that old man. 
Distraught to the tower the ladye ran. 

Oh ! fast flowed her tears, as fast she flew. 
With her thin white hairs all loose that blew, 

That the townsfolk marvelled much to see 
An aged ladye, of high degree. 
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A stranger ladye, in wail and woe, 

And mourning, through their streets to go, 

That each bespoke other, as by she ran, 
" What ladye is this ? what kith and clan t" 

To the high tower foot when she won her way, 
The porter the weeping dame 'gan pray, 

" Draw holt, draw bar, and let me in — 
My son, my son ! that to him I win ' " 

He hath dmwn the bar, and the bolt hath sprung ; 
On her son's dead body herself she flung. 

And in her arms she clasped him amain, 
And from that embrace never rose again. 



On the battle-field of Kerloan, 
There grows a tree looks o'er the Ian' ; 
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There grows an oak in the place of stour,* 
Where the Saxons fled from Ewen-Vor. 



Upon this oak, when the moon shines bright. 
The birds they gather from the night. 



Sea-mews, pied bla«k and white are there. 
On every forehead a bloodspeck clear. 



"With them a corbie, ash-grey for eld, 
And a young crow f aye at her side beheld. 



Wayworn seem the twain, with wings that dreep, 
As birds that flight o'er sea must keep. 



So sweetly sing these birds, and clear. 
The great sea stills its waves to hear, 



And aye their songs one burden hold, 

AU save the young crow's and the corbie's old. 



* "Battle" — freqaent in our old ballads. 
+ " £r«?!, " in all the EretoE dialects, mei 
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And this is ever the crow's sore cry, 
" Sing, little birda, sing merrily. 

" Sing, birds o' the land, in merry strain. 
You died not far from your own Bretayne." 
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THE PLAGUE OF ELLIANT. 

(EOSEN ELLIANT.) 

[A lABGB proportion of the ballade stUI sung in the gatherings of the Breton 
peasantry — at the "pardon" of the patron saint, the feBtmties of tlie wedding, or 
tha consecration of tlie new threshing-floor — relate to historical events of remote 
aatiqnity. One of these time-irorn, but deeply-stamped piecen of old hardio coinage, 
now come down to exoluaiva circulation among hard peaeant-handB, but still precious 
for the r[uality of Its trixe poetic metal, and venerable for its anolent mint-mark, ia 
the ballad of " The Plague of Elliant," of whicli the following ia as literal a Tersion, I 
Ihini, sa oau be made from tte Breton into the English. I have preserved the metre 
of the original, bo that my version maj be eung to the Breton air of the "Bosen 
Elliant." The plague which the ballad commemoiatea raTaged Brittanj ia the sisth 
century. The Book of Llandaff (in Jesus College, Oxford) contains an account of this 
plague, in an abridgment of the life of Saint GwenolS, made in the ninth century by 
GvrdesiJn, abbot of the convent. In this account special mention is made of the 
ravages of the pk^ne in the parish of Elliant, though the country immediately round 
about it is said to have been preserved from the scourge by the prayers of a sfuntly 
hermit named Ra^an. He ia mentioned in the ballad, which, like all other ballads 
in M. de la Tillemarqufi's "JBariae Breiz" (from which my translation was made), 
was taken down &om oral reiutadon of the Breton peasantry.] 

5WIXT Faoiiet and Llangolan 

There lives a bard, a holy man — 
His name is Father Rasian. 
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THE PLAGUE OF ELLIANT. 

On Faoiiet his hest he laid : 

" Let every montli a mass be said, 

And bells be rung, and prayers be read." 

In Elliant the plague is o'er, 
But not till it had raged full sore : 
It slew seven thousand and live score. 

Death unto Elliant hath gone down, 
No living soul is in the town — 
No living soul but two alone. 

A crone of sixty years is one, 
The other is her only son. 

" The Plague," quoth she, " is on our door-sill ; 
'Twill enter if it be God's will ; 
But till it enter bide we still" 

Through Elliant's streets who wills to go, 
Everywhere will find grass to mow — 

Everywhere, save in two wheel -ruts bare, 
Where the wheels of the dead-cai-t wont to fare. 
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THE PLAGUE OF ELLIANT. 65 

His heart were flint that had not wept. 
Through Elliant's grass-grown streets who stept. 

To see eighteen carts, each with its load — 
Eighteen at the graveyard, eighteen on the road. 

Nine children of one house there were 
Whom one dead-cart to the grave did bear : 
Their mother 'twixt the shafts did fare. 

The father, whistUng, walk'd behind, 
With a careless step and a mazj mind. 

The mother shrich'd and call'd on God, 
Crush'd, soul and body, beneath her load. 

" God, help me bury my children nine. 
And I vow thee a cord of the wax so fine : 

" A cord of the wax so long and fine, 

To go thrice round the church and thrice round the shrine. 
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" Nine sons I had ; I bare them all ; 

Now Death has ta'en them, great and small. 

" Hath ta'en them ali from my own door stone : 
None left, e'en to give me to drink — not one I " 

The churchyard to the walls brims o'er, 
The church is fuU to the steps of the door : 
They must bless fields, if they'd bury more. 

There grows an oak by the churchyai-d wall, 
From the top bough hangs a white grave pall — ■ 
The Plague hath taken one and all ! 
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THE EETUEN FEOM SAXON-LAND. 

(DISTRO EUZ A VEO-ZAOZ.) 

[It is, at first tinst, cliffiBult to bslieye that a T)a!liid of the date of the Conquest 
of England by Wiliiam the Norman, and deGcribing an episode in the life of one of tlie 
young Breton warriors wlio followed Brian and Alan, the two sons of Eudea of 
Brittany, to the iiiual«r of Dute William's array, should have Barvived to our own 
time. Yet sneh is the ooDduaion, not of M. de Ja Tillemarque only — who may be 
thought prejudioed by his strong national feelings s£ an Annoriean — hut of the grave 
historian Angustin ThieiTy, who, in Ms history of the Oomiuest, quotes this ballad oa 
a contemporary composition. M. de la Tillemarque took it down from the mouth 
of Kate! Road, a paaaant woman of Hiaon, in Comouaille. The ' ' wedding lace " 
referred to in tie siitli quatrain was the emblematic triooloured riband (white for 
innoeenee, rose-coloured for the beauty and hopes of the bride, blaot for the grief of 
her rejected lovera) which, in old times, it was the fashion for the iKsicsred— the 
chief of the discarded suitors— to fasten round the waist of the bride before she left 
her home for the altar. In retom, he could claim a kiss. This riband was pre- 
served, with the rest of the wedding paraphernalia, In the Inide's chest, and was only 
bronght out On oeeafflons of high oerenionial. It was, says M. de la Villemaiqn6, as 
if bj this act the ri.val tied the knot of wedded faith between his lost love and her 
husband, and it was the bride's duty to keep tbe riband Mil it was laid in her cofBn. 
In the ballad a mother uses il^ at once as a token of identity and a proof of the 
intensity of her maternal love, to tie about the neck of the carrier-pigeon her letter 
to her long-absent son.] 

&WIXT the parish Pouldergat and the parish 
PIouar4 
A menye of hrave gentlemen aie gathered in 
array. 
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ba THE RETURN FROM SAXON-LAKl>. 

BoTine to march under the order of oar Dutchess' her fair son 
From Brittany's foiir comers much folk to them has gone. 

They are houne Hnto the war, over sea, in Saxon-land : 
I have my son Silv^tik, whom they look for on the strand : 
I have ray son Silv&stik, and save him I have none. 
And he is of the menye that with our knight has gone. 

One night I could not sleep, as I lay my hed upon : 

I heard the maids of Kerlaz a singing of my son : 

Up in my bed I started, and made my heavy moan, 

" Lord God ! ray son Silvfestik, where art thou now, my own ? 



"Perchance thou mayst be more than three hundred 

away. 
Or hast heen flung in the great sea, unto the fish a prey : 
Hadst thou stayed with thy father, hadst thou stayed, my 

with me. 
In troth-phght fast ere this, it had been well with thee. 

" Troth-plighted long ere this, and wedded thou hast been. 
To Mannaik of Pouldergat, the fairest on the green ; 
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Thou hadst been here amongst us, with thy children at thy 

knee. 
Waking the glad noise through the bouse that sounds where 

children be. 

" A pretty pigeon, small and white, hy my doorstead hroodetb 

still. 
In the hollow of the rock she broods, the rock that crowns the 

hiD; 
A letter I wiU write, to her neck I'll tie it on. 
With my wedding-lace I'il tie it, and he'U come back, my son. 

" Now lift thee, pretty pigeon, on thy wings, for love of me. 
And let them bear thee many a mile across the weltering sea ; 
Let them beai' thee many a mile over the salt sea foam, 
To leain if my dear son yet lives, and bring me tidings home. 

" Wilt thou fly unto the host, where they fight across the sea, 
That thou mayst bring back tidings of my poor son to me ? " 
" 'Tis mother's pigeon, in the wood by our door that used to 

coo; 
I see its wing.s that sweep the waves the galley-niaat unto." 
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" I greet you fair, Silvfesfcik ; this letter from your home 
Your mother sends it to you, by me, across the foam." 
" In three years and a day, fair bird, if so it may betide. 
Say I'll be at my father's hearth and by my mother's side." 

Two years passed slowly over ; three years did waste and wane ; 
" Now fare thee well, Silvestik, I shall ne'er see thee again ! 
Oh ! if I found thy poor small bones tossed up upon the shore. 
Oh ! tenderly I'd gather them, and hiss them o'er and o'er." 

The words were hardly spoken, when a galley of Eretayne, 
Rent and riv'n from prow to tafrail, came driving o'er the main ; 
With never a helm to guide her, oars gone, and shattered mast. 
Upon the rocks — a masterless and battered hyll— was cast, 

Full-freighted with dead bodies ; none knows or e'er wiil know 
How long that ship of death had been driving to and fro ; 
And there among the dead men, stiff and stark, Silv^tik lies, 
But parent's hand nor sweetheart's in love had closed his eyes ! 
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THE CBUSADEE'S WIFE. 

(GREG AR CHEOAZOUE.) 

[PaoEjbt 13 a village about two leagues from QuimperlS, the Lords of -whicli 
were a younger branch of tbo ancient Breton family of Goulenn, The Crusade here 
referred to, jnnist have been the first of 1093, as the Breton Crusaders are deEcribed 
as wearing the red Cross. In tlie later ones each nation bore tlis cross of its own 
colour, black being that of Brittany. The Breton Cruaadera were really absent fire 
years, and not seven.] 

Sj^NTO our Lord his war I'm bound, the call brooks 

Where shall I give my gentle dame in charge 
while I'm away 1 " 
" Give her to me, fair brother-in-law, an if it please you well. 
In bower, among my maidens, with seemly state to dwell. 

" In bower, with fair attendance, among my maidens aU, 

Or, if it better please her, beside my dame in liall. 

In the same vessels for them both my cooks shall dress the 

meat, 
And at the self-same board with them she shall sit down to eat/' 



>y Go Ogle 



72 THE crusader's wife. 

And soon a stately sigJit it was that youthful dame to see, 

Id. the castle-court of Faoilet, among the gentilrie. 

Each a red cross on his shoulder, with great liorse and pen- 

poncel, 
To gather for the Holy War with the lord that loved her well. 

He had not ridden many a mile beyond the castle wall. 
When sullen speech and scornful that dame must brook in halL 
" Do off thy robe of grain, and don a peasant's gown of gray, 
And up, and out to tend the sheep, lest on the heath they 



" Gramfercy, gentle brother, what evil have I done ? 

How shall I tend the sheep that in my life tent never none ? " 

" If sheep thou never tended, 'tis time that thou begin, 

Or with my lance right sharply I'll lesson thee therein." 

For the space of seven lor^ years she wept, a mournful thing, 

At the end of seven long years she set herself to sing, 

Wlien a young knight, from the Holy War that homeward 

chanced to ride, 
He hoard a sweet voice singing ui)on the mountain side. 
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THE crusader's WIFE. 75 

" Light down, light down, my little page, and hold my bridle- 
rein. 
Up yonder, on tliG hill-side, I hear a silver strain,^ 
A little voice lite siker upon the hill I hear, 
The last time that I heard that voice was this day seven year. 

" Good morning, pretty maiden, well have yon dined to-day, 

That here, upon the hill-side, you sing so glad and gay?" 

" Oh ! yes, fair sir, I well have dined, now thanks to God 



All with a sweet dry crust of bread, out here upon the moor." 

" Now tell me, pretty maiden, who guard'st the silly sheep. 
If I may find a lodging in yonder castle keep ? " 
" Yes, of a sooth, good gentleman, within that castle hall 
You'll find fair lodging for yourself and for your steed a stall. 

" And soft and warm the feather bed spread for your rest will 

be, 
Such as I had in days gone by, when a husband cared for me. 
'Twas not in fold, among the sheep, that then I slept for need ; 
I ate not then from out the trough wherein the dogs do feed." 
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" But tell me, tell me, pretty one, where now thy lord may he, 
For methints upon thy finger a wedding ring I see." 
" Unto the Holy War, sweet air, went this dear lord of mine. 
Oh ! long and fair his golden hair hung down, as fair as thine." 

" If long and fair hung down his hair, like mine, look well on 

If I am not thy very lord, that went away from thee." 

" Oh, yes ! oh, yes ! and I'm your love, your wedded wife am I, 

The lady of Faoitet I was called in days gone by." 

" Now leave thy sheep, my gentle love, upon the hills to stray. 
And ride we to the manor ; my wrath brooks no delay." 
" Now welcome, gentle brother, now welcome frank and fair." 
" How goes it with my lady, that I trusted to thy care ! " 

" Sit, brother, sit ; brave rid'st thou back that brave didst ride 

away : 
Thy lady, with the castle dames, hath ridden to Quimperle, 
To Quimperli^ they rode this mom, for a wedding-feast is there ; 
When they come hack, thou'lt find thy dame aJi bhthe and 

debonair." 
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" Thou liest in tliy tliroat, foul thief; in beggar-maid's array 
Thou sent'st her forth to tend the sheep, lest on the hill they 

stray. 
By thy two eyes, thou liest, for thy lady she is here — 
E'en now, behind the portal, her soba are in thine ear ! 

" Hence, thy foul shame to bury ! accursed mote thou be ! 

Thy heart ia full of evil, and steeped in felonie. 

Were not tliis house my father's house, wherein my mother 

died. 
Thy blood were reeking on the blade that hangs i 
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THE CLERK OF ROHAN. 

(KLOAEEK ROHAN.) 



EoolaaaBtieal B«eorda of Nantes, that Mathien de Beauyaia was anmrnoned liy the 
Bishop of NttiiteB in the Eame jear to appear before the Archbishop of Eonrgos — 



FYTTE I. 

^ N the house of Rohan is a maiden fair, 
' (No daughter besides her mother bare). 

Twelve years have passed o'er her gentle head. 
Ere she hath given her will to wed. 
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Ere she hath consented, as maidens use. 
From knights and barona a mate to choose — 
From barons and knights that made resort 
To offer this lovely ladye court. 

She looked at all, but her heart would stay 

On none save only the Baron Mah^, 

The lord of the castle of Traon-joli, 

A powerful peer of Italie — 

He only her heart could win and weai'. 

So loyal he was, and so debonair. 

Three years, and half a year beside, 
They passed in happy wedding-tide, 
"When came the tidings, near and far, 
How Eastwards gathered the Holy War. 

" As noblest of blood I first am bonne 
To take the Gross against Mahoune ; 
So since no other choice may be. 
Fair cousin, I trust my wife to thee. 
I trust my wife, and my baby dear. 
Good clerk, see no ill comes them near." 
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As inorning broke — on his war-horse stout, 
Armed at all points, he was riding out, 
When lo, thei-e came his ladye fair 
Adown the steps of the castle-stair. 

Her babe in her lily arms she bore. 

And oh, but I ween her sobs were sore, 

As anigh her husband's side she drew 

And dung bis armfed knee unto^ 

And as she clung, she wept amain 

That the tears they flecked the steel like rain. 

" My honey lord, for God's dear grace. 
Leave not your wife in lonely case ! " 
Her lord, sore moved, reached down his hand, 
Where by his side she kept her stand. 

And lovingly lifted her, louting low, 
And set her down on his saddle-bow. 
And there he held her a littlo space. 
And gently he kissed her pale sweet face ; 
" My Jannedik, daiding, but dry thy tear, 
Thou'lt see me again, before the year." 
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With that he took his little child 

Prom off the lap of the ladye mild ; 

Between Ms arms the babe be took. 

And he fixed on its face such a loving look — 

" How say'st, my son ? When tall and stout 

With thy father will't ride to battle out ? " 

As he rode forth from bis castle-bold. 

There was weeping and wail from young and old ; 

From young and old came sob and cry. 

But the clerk — be looked with a tearless eye. 

PYTTE H. 

The days they went, and the days they came. 
When the felon clerk bespake his dame, 
" The year hath drawn unto its close, 
And so mote the war, I well suppose ; 
The war hath come to its end, perd;^. 
Yet comes not thy lord to his castle and thee. 

" Now answer, sweet sister and ladye mine. 
What whispers that little heart of thine i 
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Holds still the fashion for ladyes to stay 
Sad widows, whose lords live far away ? " 

" Now peace, vile clerk — thy heart within 
Is faU, to nimung o'er, with sin — 
Had he been here, who calls me wife, 
'Twere pity of thee both limb and hfe." 

Wlien the clerk this heard, with an evil look 

To the kennel his secret way he took, 

And he hath ta'en his lord's best hound. 

And his thi'oat he hath severed, round and round. 

He bath caught of the thick blood — hath caught of the thin 
And he hath written a letter therein ; 
Hath written and sent to the Lord Mah^ 
Where far in the East he at leaguer lay. 

And thus it ran, in the good hound's blood — 
" Thy ladye, dear lord, is sad of mood. 
Sweet ladye, she is soiTy of cheer, 
For an ill-hap late befallen here ; 
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To the green-wood she went to hunt the roc. 
And your good dun hound is dead, I trow." 

The Loi-d Mah^ read the letter through. 
And this was the answer he sent thereto : 
'' Bid my sweet ladye smooth her brow — 
Of the red red gold we have store enow. 

" What if my dun hound dead diould be 1 
"When I come I'll buy as good as he — 
But say in the green-wood 'twere pity she ride. 
For hunters are gamesome, and ill might betide." 

ETTTE m. 

A second time, to the gentle dame, 
This felon clerk by stealth he came : 
" Fair ladye, your beauty will fade away. 
Thus weeping ever both night and day." 

" Oh, little I reck of beauty and blee. 
When my own true lord is away from me." 
" If that your lord bide away from you, 
'Tis that he's slain, or hath wed anew. 
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" In the land of the East there are ladies fair, 
And eke with dowers both rich and rare — 
In the land of the Ea^t are swords and strife, 
An.d many a good knight leaves his life. 

" Beshrew him, an if new wife he has wed ; 
Forget hina, an if he he stiicken dead." 
" I'll die if he be wedded again : 
m die if that he hath been slain." 

" Who flings in the fire a casket of cost, 
Because the key thereof is lost ? 
Far better, I ween, is a new new key, 
Than ever the olden one mote he." 

" Now avaunt, foul clerk, thine evU tongue 
With lewdness and leasing is canker-clung." 
The clerk- he heard with an evil look. 
To the stable his secret way he took. 

There he was ware of his lord's destrier 
The fairest steed in the country near- 
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As smooth as an egg, and as white as curd, 

Fiery, and free of step as a bird ; 

That never, meaner forage had seen 

Than the crushed broom boughs, and the buckwheat green. 

He liath aimed— he hath thrust, and Ins dagger hath gone 
To the haft behind the broad breast-bone. 
He hath caught of the thick blood — hath caught of the thin. 
And he hath written this letter therein : 

" An ill-hap hath befallen here — 

Let not my lord make angry cheer — 

From a merry night-feast as my dame rode back, 

Hind leg and fore your best horse brake." 

Oh, dark was the Baron's eye that read : 
" Ill-hap, indeed ! my destrier dead ! 
My dun hound gone, and my choicest steed ! 
Clerk-cousin — advise her to better heed ! 

" Bid her — but gently — not chiding her sore- 
To such night-feasts that she go no more. 
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Not horses alone such junkets undo — 
But marriages may be marred there, too," 



EYTTB IT. 

The days they went, the days they came, 
When the felon -clerk bespoke the dame- — 
" Or give me my wiU, or ware my knife. 
For I thei'ewith will have thy life." 

" A thousand deaths I'd rather win, 
Than auger my God with mortal sin." 
The clerk such answer he mote not brook, 
So fierce a wrath his spirit shook. 

His dagger forth the sheath he di'ew — 
And he launched it at her straight and true — 
But the ladye's white angel turned his hand. 
And the dagger-point in the wall did stand. 

And the ladye scatheless to flight hath ta'en. 
And hath baiTed her door with bolt and chain— 
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But the clerk Ms knife from the wall plucked out. 
As mad as a dog in the summer drought. 

And down the castle stau-a so wide, 
Two steps to a bound, and three steps to a stride. 
And to the nurse-chamber his way doth keep, 
"Where the babe was sleeping its quiet sleep. 

The little babe lay all alone. 
One arm outside the cradle thrown — 
One Httle rosy arm outspread. 
The other folded beneath its head. 

The little heart all bare to the blow— 

Oh, mother, that weeping henceforth must go I 

Again the clerk hath clomb the stair. 
And in bla«k and red hath written fair, 
And fast and flyingly went his pen — 
" Quick, quick, deai- lord, ride home again. 

" Eide home, as fast as fast may be. 
Here's need that order were ta'en by thee. 
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Your liound is dead, and joiir white horse lost. 
But 'tis not this that grieves me most, 

" What's hound that's gone, or steed that's sped ? 
Oh, and alas ! your bate is dead ! 

■' The big sow hath eaten your baby bright, 
The while myladye was dancing light 
With the miller — a gentle gallant is he — 
In your garden he's planting a red rose-tree." 

FYTIE V. 

This letter it came to the Lord Mahe, 
As home from the war he hath ta'en his way. 
As his happy homeward way he hath ta'en 
A march to the merry trumpets' strain. 

The while he read the letter o'er. 

His mood it kindled more and more. 

Till when he had finish'd the clerkly scroll. 

In his hands he crumpled the parchment roll. 
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And he tore it in pieces with his teeth. 
And he trode it his horse's feet beneath — 
" To Brittany — ho ! fast— fast as ye may — 
I'll driiie my lance through him would delay." 

Fist list her letihis i^tle yett 
And strutk thrt-e stiokcs jn thp caken gite— 
ThrPe strokes he stiuck '.o loul and cleii 
Thit all ni the castle ibtert (j hear. 

The felon clerk; as the strokes he heard. 
He ran to open with never a word — 
" Clerk-cousin, accursfed mote thou be ! 
Did I not trust my wife to thee ? " 

In his open mouth he hath driven his spear, 

That out at his neck the point came clear ; 

And hath sprung up the stair so fierce and fast. 

And into his ladye's bower hath past — 

And or e'er she spake word — that ladye true, — 

With his sword he hath stabb'd her through and through. 
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FYTTE VI. 



" Now tell me, Sir Priest, if told it may be, 
What sight in the castle did ye see ?" 
" I have seen a sight of woe, I ween. 
That sadder ne'er in the world was seen — 
A saint slain aU for her love and truth, 
And her slayer well nigh dead for ruth." 

" Now tell me, Sir Priest, if toid it may be. 

What sight at the cross-roads did ye see ? " 

" I saw a carrion corpse flung bare 

To the beasts of the field and the birds of the air.' 

"And what did ye see in the churchyard green. 
By the light of the moon and the starlight keen ? 
"I saw a fair ladye, in white yclad. 
And she sat oq a grave that was newly made. 

" With a baby clasp'd her breast uato. 
His little heart stabbed through and through ; 
A dun deei'-hound on her right did stand, 
And a snow-white steed on the other hand. 
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" The throat of that hound it gaspetb wide, 
There's a red red wound in that horse's aide ; 
And they reach out their muzzles, lithe and hght, 
And they lick her hands so soft and white. 

"And she strokes good hound and good horse the v 
And smiles on both with a tender sraile ; 
And then the babe— as jealous he weTe— 
He strokes the cheek of his mother fair. 

"This sight I saw till set the moon, 
And I saw but the mirk about and abo'on ; 
But I heard the clear sweet nightingale rit^ 
The song that in Heaven the angels sing." 
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SI wa.=! washing, the stream hard by, 
Sudden I beard the death-bird's * cry, 

" Wot you, Tina, the stoiy goes. 
You are sold to the Lord of Jauioz ? " 

" Is't true, dear mother, the thing I'm told 1 
Is't true that to Lord Jauloz I'm sold 1 " 

* X little grey finoli, with a plaintive note, common in the winter on the heaths 
of Brittwij, so called bj tie peaaants. 
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" My poor little darling, nought I know,— 
Go, ask your father if this be so." 

" Father, dear father, say ia it true 
Tliat Lord Jauioz I am sold unto ? " 

" My darling daughter, nought I know, 
Go, ask your brother if it be so." 

" Lannick, my brother, oh, teU me, pray ! 
Am I sold to that Lord the people say ? " 

" You are sold to that Lord the people say, 
You must up and ride without delay ; 

" You must up and ride to his castle straight. 
For your price has been paid by tale and weight : 

" Fifty crowns of the silver white. 

And as many crowns of the gold so bright." 

" Now tell me, teU me, mother dear. 
What clothes is't fitting I should wear ? 
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" My gown of grain, or of grey, shall't be, 
That my sister Helen made for me ? 



" My gown of grain, or my gown of white, 
And my bodice of samite so jimp and tight ? " 



" Busk thee, busk thee, as likes thee best, 
Small matter, my child, how thou art drest. 



" A bonny hladt horse is tied at the gate, 
And there till the fall o' the night he'll wait,— 



" Till the fall o' the night that horse will stay. 
All fairly saddled to bear thee away." 



Short space had she rode when the bells of St, Anne,- 
Her own church bells — to ring began. 



Then sore she wept, as she sat in selle ; 
" Farewell, Oh sweet St. Anne, farewell ! 
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" Farewell dear beUs of my own countrie, 

Dear bells of the church I no more shall see ! " 

As on she rode by the lake of Pain, 

'Twas there she saw of ghosts a train, — 

A train of ghosts all robed in white, 

That in tiny boats on the lake shone bright, — - 

A crowd of ghosts — that all for dread 
Her teeth they chatter'd in her head. 

As on she rode through the valley of Blood,* 
The ghosts stream'd after Kke a flood ; 

Her heart it was so sad and sore. 

That she closed her eyes to see no more ; 

Her heart it was so full of woe. 

That she fell in swoon as she did so. 

* The lake of Pain and tbe yalley of Blood Jtill recall to readers who know the 
hallad of Tiomas the Eijmer, the weird scenery he traverses with tbe Queen of 
Faery. In Celtic mythology they are stages en the rond from this world to the nest. 
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" Now, draw anigb, and take a sei 
Until 'tis time to go to meat." 



The Baron he sat in the ingie-place, 
And black as a raven was his face ; 



His beard and hair were white as snow ; 
Like hghted brands his eyes did glow. 



" I see — I see a maiden here. 

That I have sought this many a ye; 



" My bonny May, wilt come with me, 
One after one my treasures to see ; 



" From room to room to see my store, 
And count my gold and silver o'er ? 



" Oh, better I'd bruik with my minnie to be. 
Counting faggots with her, than gold with thee." 
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"Oome down to the cellar, ladye mine, 

To drink with me of the honey-sweet wine." 



" Sooner I'd stoop to the croft-pool brink. 
Where my father's horses go to drink." 



" Oome with me from shop to shop, my fair, 
To biiy a mantle of state so rare," 



" Oh, better I'd bruik a sackcloth shift. 
An 'twere my mother's make and gift," 



" Yell come with me to the wardrobe straight. 
For a trimming to trim your robe of state." 



" Better I'd bruik the white lace plain, 
That my sister made me, my own Elaine." 



" May mine^ — -May mine — if your words be true. 
It's little love I shall have of you ! 



" I would that bUster'd had been my tongue. 
Ere my fool's head ran on a leman young — 
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" Ere my fool's hand wasted the good red gold. 
For a maiden that will not be consoled." 



" Dear little tirds, I pray you fair. 
To hear my words, high up in air ; 



" You go to my village, and you are glad, 
I may not go, and I am sad. 



" The friends that are in my own countrie. 
When you shall see them greet from me,- 



" Oh ! greet the good mother that mc hare. 
And the sire that rear'd me with love and care,— 



" Oh ! greet from me my mother true ; 
The old priest that baptised me too ;— 



" Oh, bid them all farewell from me. 
And give my brother my pardon free." 
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Two months or three had pass'd awa,y. 
All ■warm abed the household lay, — 



AH warm abed, and sleeping light 
Upon the middle of the night. 



No sound without, no sound within, 

When a gentle voice at the door came in : 



" My father, my mother, for God's dear sake. 
Due prayer for me the priest gar make. 



" And pray you, too, and mourning wear. 
For your daughter lies upon her bier." 
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THE GOSS-HAWK. 

(AR FALC'HON.) 

[This spirited ballad is the popular i-eeord of a peasants' war whioi broke od( in 
EritteEji.D. 1008, Tradition ascribes the outburst to the oppreseion of the tas- 
gatherers charged to ooJleot the fases imposed bj the Dowager Duoheee Heii«ig, wife 
of Duke Qeoflrey the First. On his return from a pilgrimage fo Eome the Duke was 
killed by a peasant woman, one of whose hens iiad been struck down by his falcon. 
She fluug a. stone at the offending bird, aJid brained the Duke bj the same blow. 
This song is still Enng in the Blaoi Mountains of Uornouaille, where M. de la ViUe- 
inarqu6 picked it up from a wooden-shoe maker of Koatakiriou.] 

J^HE Count's hawk killed the gude wife's lien, 
For quits the gude wife the Count hath slain. 
For blood o' the Count, the land's in thrall. 
Poor folk driven hke beasts of stall. 

Trod under foot by robber-bands. 
Renders and reivers from Gaulish lauds, 
Renders and reivers, that pike and pull 
At the call of our Dame, as cow calls bull. 
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Weary of waste, for bare need bold, 

Tlie young have risen, risen the oid, 

For tJie blood of a hawk and a hen, no mo,— 

Bretayne is blood and fire and wo. 

In the Black Hills, on the eve of St John, 
Met round the beal-fire thirty-and-one. 
And Kado-Gann * i' the midst was he. 
Leant on bis fork of iron and tree. 

" Say, porridge-eaters, f how shall it be ? 
Will ye buckle to tax and fee ? 
My mother's son, not a doit he'll pay, 
' Bet' bang than starve,' is Kado's say." 

" Never a sol will I pay, I swear ; 

My cattle ai-e clemmed, my bairns go bare. 

I swear the blazing brands upon ; 

So help me Saint Kado and Saint John ! 

" A broken man they have made o^ me. 
They've eaten me out of farm and fee : 

• Kado the Egliter. f "PoiretJ-iuiZ," eaters of boiled buefcwiieat. 
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Or ever I see the fall o' the year, 
A heggar's bags I'll be fain to -wear." 

" With a beggar's bags you shall not go. 
At my back you skall march, with many mo — 
Of fighting and feud, if that's their will. 
Or ere day dawn they shall have their fill ! 

" Ere dawn they shall have both feud and fight. 
We swear by the sea and the lightning's lights 
We swear by the stars and by the moon, 
By the earth alow and the sky aboon." 

Up he hath hent a blading brand. 
And every man took fire in hand, 
" It's up and away, my merry men all, 
Fast and first on Ker^ran * falL" 

His wife marched by him, the troop before. 
And on her shoulder a graipe \ she bore. 
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And aye she sung, as she strode along — 

" "Up, lads, and out, — stout hearts and strong ! 

" It's not a beggar's bags to wear. 
That twice fifteen man-bairns I bare: 
It's not to carry the wood to ha'. 
Oh no, nor yet the stone to draw : 

" Not to bear burdens Hke beasts of stall. 
Did I, their mother, hear them all : 
Nor yet to tread out the gorse, I weet. 
The prickly gorse with their naked feet : 

" Nor the lord's destriers to graithe and groom. 
Nor to keep hounds fat and hawks in plume, 
But the wrong to quit, and the right restore. 
For this my thirty bairns I bore ! " 

From beal-fire unto beal-fire along. 
The steep up-mountain paths they throng; 
To the blare of sheep-horn and battle-cry. 
And " to fire with the taxing varletry ! " 
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When from the hills to the plain they bore, 
They were three thousand and fire-score ; 
But ere to Langoad they did bear, 
They were nine thousand, counted fair. 

And when they came to Keraran, 

They were thirty thousand, every man. 

Thirty thousand and fifteen-score. 

When Kado bade " halt ! we march no more." 

He scarce had spoken the word well out, 
When the gorse was piled, from the lands about, 
Twelve-score loads round the wail there stood, 
That the flames they leaped as they were wud. 

A flame so fierce, a flame so fast. 

That iron forks, as in forge, it brast ; 

And the bones of them that in it fell, 

They cracked like the bones of the damned in hel 

And the taxing varlets they roared i' the night, 
Like wolves in a pit-fall, for rage and fright, 
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And when the sun, i' the mom, did daw, 
A heap of ashes was all he saw. 
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THE FOSTEE-BBOTHER. 

(AK BKEUK-MAGEK.) 

[Tee legend of the love'trjat, made in life, but kept after death, by a ghostly 
lover an a spectral steed, who bears off the maiden behind him fo the other world, 
is eommon to tie old ballad literature of Hermanj, Denmark, Modern Greece, and 
Serria. Biirgec'a Leonora, a modenusation of the old German ballad, has given the 
story the widest literary cironlatioc. But the most striking touches of the ghostly 
ride are to be found in the Danish Aag4 et EliS, as in t)ie Breton. 

The relation of foster-brother- or sister-hood is a very binding one among all the 
branches of the Celtic race. It is atill ceci^uised as among the strongest of all ties in 
Ireland. 

This ballad ia interesting for its aliosiona to the Breton ceremonials of wedding 
and burial, iseludiug the sending round of the grave-digger with his beil to announce 
the news of death — in the words still used — "Pray for the soul that was . . . ," 
such a knigblj gentleman, or labourer. The " Ijke-wake," or ivatohing and feasting 
by the dead the niglit before burial (though tie word ia Saxon, and the practice pre- 
vailed also among the Teutonic race, in oar island at least), is also eminently a Celtic 

Tte end of the ghostly ride, in the Breton — unlike that in Biirger's adaptation 
of tte old German legend— ia Heaven, not Hell. The lovers reach the Celtic Island 
of the Bleat — that happy isle of Avalon — (the apple garden) where, conducted ttither 
by tie bards Taliesin and Merlin, in the green sliadow of the fruit-laden trees, 
Arthur and his good knights repose and recover of their sore n-oands got in the battle 
of Camlaun. 

Proeopius ' records how the fishermen dweElng on the coast of Gaul, opposite 
Biitain, at midnight hear at their doers a knocking without hands. On goii^ down 
to the siore they find weird barques with no visible freights, but so heavily laden that 

* Be Bella Golkko, lib. iv. c, si. 
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they can acareely Bwim, tlieir gunwales rising tarely na ineh above tlie n 
barques are laden with soula, whom it is the duty of tJiese fishermen ti 
the opposite ahore. An hour suffices for thair passage with, these freig 
though with their own boats a night is hardly enougli for it.] 



FYTTE I. 

hF all the maids of gentle blood that are in this 
eountrie, 
Was none so fair as Gwendoline, scant eighteen 
years had she : 
Dead was the ancient lord her sire, mother, and sisters twain : 
But for her step-mother, alack ! the maiden went her lane. 

'Twas pity still to see her weeping salt salt tears and sair, 
On the threshold of the manor, she that was so douce and fair. 
For her foster-hrother's good ship looking ever o'er the foam. 
Her only living comfort, longing sore for it to come ; 
For her foster-brother's good ship, looking wistful out to sea. 
Six years had sped them slowly since he left his own eountrie. 

" Out of my sight and void the gate, go gather in the kine ; 
'Tis not to ait with folded hands I gar thee drink and dine :" 
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Two hours and three hefore the day she must rise up at her call. 
In winter-tide to light the fire, and sweep both bower and hall. 
And up and out for water to the Dwaif s Spring must she fare ; 
In mended crock must draw it, and in leaky paii must bear, 

'T\vas mirk mirk night and the water bright troubled and 

drum lie flowed 
With the horse-hoofs of an ai'med knight, — seemed that from 

Nantes he rode. 
"Fair fall thee, gentle maiden : in troth-plight art thou tied ?" 
And she that se!y was and young, " I know not, air," replied. 
"Art thou troth-pUght«d, maiden? I pray thee, answer plain." 
"Now save thy grace, fair gentleman, no trotli-plight have I 

" Then show thy step-mother this ring, and tell her, to a knight 
Who caine from Nautes-wards riding, that thou thy troth hast 

plight. 
In Nantes a sore fight hath been fought^his young squire lieth 

low. 
And deep and wide in the knight's own side a red sword-wound 

doth show. 
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"Natheless in three weeks and three days well cured that 

knight will be. 
And will ride unto the manor, freck and fast, in quest o' thee." 
Home fast she ran, and on her hand she looked at the ring 

o' gold : 
It was her foster-brother's ring her finger held in hold. 

FYTTE n. 

One week had sped, two weeks had fled, two weeks and one beside. 
And never to the manor-gate saw she that knight to ride. 
Then up and spake her step-dame — " Daughter, behoves thee 

wed: 
Counsel I've ta'en and found the man will best beseem thy 

bed." 

"Saving your grace, good step-mother, husband me liketh 

nane. 
But an it were my foster-brother, that hath come back again. 
He hath given me his ring of gold, my wedding ring to he. 
And freck and fast, ere the week is past, he'll come in quest 

of me." 
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"Peace, eilly thing, with thy wedding ring! Speak me no 

speeches fine : 
Or a hazel-wand I'll take in hand, to tame that tongue o' thine ! 
Will thee or nill thee, husk thee straight, for thy bride-bed 

prepare, 
With Jobig Al-lo^dek, my groom so young and fair !" 

"With Johig! Heaven forefend — so my bride-bed were my 

bier! 
Mother, my own sweet mother — would God that thou wert 

here !" 
"Out to the yard, my dainty dame, there weep and hang thy 

head; 
Maugre thy puling and thy prayers, in three days look to wed ! " 



It is the ancient grave-digger, he goeth up and down. 
Ringing his bell, to tell the tale of death, by tower and town. 
"Pray for the soul, that waa a knight, and did true knightly 

part. 
While he was in the body, pure of soul and stout of heart. 
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"He hath been wounded deep and sore with a sword-stroke in 

the side, 
Out over Nantes, of that sore stroke in foughten field he died. 
To-morrow with the set of sun his lyke-wake will be dight. 
And from the white church to the grave he'll be boiiie at 

morning light." 

FYTTE rV. 

"You are early from the wedding." "Early! Yes, and in good 

tide; 
But the feast it is not over, nor the bedding of the bride 
I may not hold for veiy ruth, nor that sorry sight forget. 
To see the lurdane neat-herd by that gentle maiden set. 

" Around that hapless maiden, who wept for bitter woe. 
No eye of all but tears let fall — the priest he wept also : 
All wept that to the altar of our church this morning came — 
Young eyes and old were weeping — all but that sore step-dame ! 

"The more the merry minstrels from the church-door played 

and sung. 
The more they strove to cheer her, the more her heart waa wrung. 
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They have set her on the dai's, at the top place of the board ; 
She nor bite of bread hath broken, nor drop of water poured. 

"And when they had unlaced her, twist the bride-bed slieets 

to lay. 
She hath torn the bride-ring from her hand, her bride-lace 

flung away : 
And she hath fled out in the night, wild with dishevelled hair ; 
She hath fled forth to bide herself, and ne'er a one knows 

where." 



PYTTB V. 

The hghtis were out : in bower and haU all slept, both old and 

young- 
All save that rueful maid, that watched and wandered, fever- 
clung. 
"Who's there?" "Tis I, my Nola;* thy foster-brother's here," 
'"Tis thou, in sooth? Thy very self? 'Tis thou, my brother 
dear!" 

■ Short for Gsiemaola — the Ei-eton form of Qwendolint. 
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Forth she hath sprang, and closely clung on the croup of the 

white destrier, 
Her little arm clasped round him, behind her brother dear. 
" How fast we ride, good brother ! five score good leagues and 

morel 
How happy I feel near thee, as I never felt before ! 

" Is't still far off, thy mother's house ? Fain, fain I would be 
there." 

"Now clasp me close, sweet sister; we have not long to fare." 

The howlets hooted and flew on before them as they rade ; 

The wild things of the forest from those horse-hoofs fled dis- 
mayed. 

" Thy good steed gallops bravely, thine armour glinteth sheen ; 

I find thee taller than of old and feirer too, I ween : 

Taller and fairer than of old : say, is thy manor near V 

" Now clasp me close, sweet sister ; e'en now we shaU be there." 

" There is a chill abont thy heart, a chill upon thy hand ; 
Thon'rt cold, my brother ; — in thy hair I feel the death-damps 
stand." 
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" Now clasp me close, sweet sister ; to my manor we are come. 
Hear'at not the wedding minstrels that with music bid us 
home ?" 

The words were barely spoken, sudden the horse stopped stiU, 
Shivered from crest to pastern, and neighed both loud and shriO. 
It was a pleasant island, and all upon the strand. 
Young men and gracious maidens danced, seemly, hand in hand. 

Around them green trees grew about, set thick with apples red, 
And behind, the sun up-rising lighted the mountain's head. 
In the midst a streamlet sparkled along its thin bright track. 
Whereof souls that had y-drunken straightway to life came back. 

There waa Gwendoline's good mother, there were her sisters 

twain, 
And all was glee and gladness, ciy of joy, and merry strain. 

ETTTE VI. 

From the white church to the grave-yard when the sun arose 

next morn 
The maiden corso of Gwendoline by maiden-hands was borne. 
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THE NIGHTINGALE. 

(ANN EOSTIK.) 



[Thi t 11 J h m 1- t w certamlj p r la b f tb 

ID adl f th th tee th ce t rj wh M f F ao — th fi t A I N nn 

poateas— trinsl tdtmgli L ggtli m6illt '^h 

Bpm tthBtcjtmytim thlHhfthBt totlieadwk g t 
til dram t p w d mpli ty f t b 11a 1 b t Man h f h 

own, with a love of nature, and a freshnesa of feeling, ■whioli recall our own Cbaucer, 
who no donbi tnew and loved her LaU, How uracil in his spirit is the following 
(I moderrdze the spelling) from ber Lai of the uightiagale ; — 
*' Longuement se sant entr'alm^ 

Que btiia &b pr^s Gont reverdia, 
Et les TBTgerB furent fleuris, 
Et les ofselets par grande douceur 
Mfaient leur iuie enaum" lea fleurs." 

We may be proud to claim Marie of Franoe— fbr all her addition— for our Anglo- 
Norman, not the FrencB, ParnaKSua. S!ie lired and wrote iu the reign of Henrj III., 
in England, probably among the Breton families planted in Yoriabjre hj Alan of 
Brittany, to wiom William gare forty-two manors in that county, which afterwarda 
formed the dnoby of Eichmond.] 



^ HE young wife of Saint Malo hath gone 

To her high bower window to make her moan. 
" Out and ala«k ! My heart is sore ; 
My nightingale will sing no more." 
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" Tel! me, young wife, that yestreen I wed, 
Why rise ye so often from yom- bed ? 
So often, when sleeping you should be. 
At the mid o' the night, from the side o' me 
With liead imcoifed, and naked feet — 
Thy reason for rising tell me, sweet" 

" Dear husband, if I rise so light 
Out of my bed, at mid o' the night, 
'Tis that at my window it lists me so 
To see the good ships pass to and fro." 

" 'Tis never for ship that sailed, I ween. 
That so oft at your bower window ye'ro seen 
'Tis never for ship that swam the sea, 
ISfor yet for two, nor yet for three. 
'Tis no more to see the ships go by. 
Than the lady moon and the stars to spy. 
Now rede me, rede me, my bonny bride, 
Why every night ye leave my side ? " 

" I rise at the cradle side to peep, 
To see my little son in 's sleep." 
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" A babe— a sleeping babe to see ? 
'Tis no more for tliat than for ship on sea. 
Jape me no japes, no tales tell me ! 
Speak sooth, for sooth I wiU have o' thee." 

" Now fume not, nor fret, my kind old man, 

I'll teil thee truth, as truth I can. 

I hear a nightingale every night ; 

In the garden he sings on a rose-tree white : 

A nightingale every night I hear. 

He sings so sweet, he sings so clear, 

So clear, so sweet, so true doth trill. 

Each night, each night, when the sea is still." 

The old man when this tale he heard. 

He thought the more that he spoke no word ; 

When the old man heard what the young wife said, 

He vowed a vow in his old grey head — 

" Or speak she false, or speak she true. 

This nightingale I wdl undo." 

To the garden, at morn, he his way hath ta'en. 
And bespoken the gardener, fast and fain. 
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" Now lythe and listen, good gardenere, 
Tliere is a thing mislikes me here. 
In my garden-close is a nightingale. 
That for singing all night will not fail. 
For singing aU night, till dawn of day. 
That I sleep no snatch, do what I may. 
If ta'en to-night that nightingale be, 
A good gold penny I'll pay to thee." 

The gardener into the garden hath gone. 
And a sely springe he hath set anon. 
And a nightingale he hath caught therein. 
And ta'en to his lord, his gold penny to win. 
The lord, when in hand he held the hird. 
With a cruel laughter his heart was stirred ; 
Its pretty neck he has wrenched and wrung. 
And the hird in his wife's white apron flung. 

" Hae here, hae here, young wife o' mine, 

Thy nightingaie that sang sae fine ; 

It is for thee I have had it ta'en : 

Nae douht, sweet May, ye'll to see it be fain." 
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Her bachelor, wlieu this hap he heard, 
He sighed and he spoke a heavy word : 

" Now are we springed, my sweet and me^ 

No more each other o' nights we'll see, 

No more speak lovingly and low, 

As we wont, in the moonlight, at her window !' 
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'THE BATTLE OF THE THIKTY.' 

(STOUEM AKN TKEGONT.) 



[The following rorgli, but BpLrited Breton ballad— still enog at Breton festivals 
under its national name— is tlie popular account of one of tbe most gallant episodes 
of tbe intestine war between tbe rival bouses of De Montfort and Blois, wbieli ravaged 
Brittany from 1341 to 1804. Tbere can be little doubt tbat it is contemporaneous 
witb tbe incident it describes. Froissart bas tolil tbe same story in one of tbe supple- 
mental obapters of bis Cbronicls discovered by M. Buobon among the M8S. of tbe 
Prince de Soubise, and poblished by bim in 1824. A lai by a norttem trauvere on 
the same subject was discovered by M de FrSminville in tbe Bibliotblqne du Koi, 
and printed by I m m 1S19 and I'n, a mor c rrectlj n 1827, bj M. Crapelet. 

Tbis lai bas been ti„ rously translated bj Mr Harrison Ainswortb,* wltb an 
introduction in wb b all lie part cula s of tbe combat and its literary records, will 
be found. 

In eiplanat on of tbe gronnds of tbi^ Battle of tbe Thirty, it sbould be stated 
tbat the cause of De Montfort was Bnfported by tbe FngHsh under a leader called by 
tbe Cbroniclers Bennbonr Bemb ongb and Brandebourg." Tbe Breton 

equivalent Pennbrucl S d er beid po nta rather to "Pembroke" as tbe true 
version of tiie name De BI s was tbe cb ef of tbe national Breton party, Tbe 
thirty Breton eban p ona m tbia combat nere beaded by Eobert de Beaumanoir, the 
brother in arms of tbe G eat D i GucscI n H a f m Ij adopted tbeir motto, "Beau- 
manoir, brds ton so g tr m tbe ncident recorded in tbe ballad. De Beaumanoir 
had first cballenged P mbroke to a s nfcle eumbat or to a joust of two or three of bis 
men-ttt-arms, against tbe bke nnmber of Bretons Pembroke declined a single joust, 
as "a trial of fortune without re ult but offered witb twenty or thirty of his 
fellowship, to meet tbe 1 ko nnraher of De Beanman its followers. Froissart describes 
tbe combat as one d Con ra ce on font thou h tbe ballad-maker makes De Beau- 
manoir tell bis men to go at tbe horses with tbe r b lis." Horses, however, icere 



"The Combat of the Thirty.'' Chapman and B 
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used, in fact, at least by tlie Breton Da Montaulian, h ' 'd t have Ueoidea the 
action in favour of bia party by riJiiig down tiie E gUo m th m e, at a critical 

The scene of the combat was on a, heath, e^ t a spot called 

Mieoie, as being "half-way" between tlie Castle P m h Pembroke and 

the English for De Blois, and that of Joeselio, gar D Be manoir and his 

Brefone for De Montfort. The oai tree was felled ars League, and its 

place was long marked by a orosa. This was thrown down at the Kevolntion, but the 
site hfls sinea been marked by an obelisk, with an inscription recording the combat. 

The action was fonglit on the vigil of Mid-Lent, Sunday, corresponding to 
Starch 27th, 13S1 (new style). 

The ballad, of wiich I offer a literal, and all but line for line, translation, in . 
tke metre of the ongiual, was taken down, &om the recitation of a peasant, by 
M. de la Villemarqn^.] 



I.— THE MAECn- WINDS AKD THE SAXON FOEMEN. 

ARCH, with his winds, so fierce and frore. 
Hammers and batters at the door. 

are brattling, earthwards blown. 
Hail-storms are rattling the roofs upon. 

But not from hammers of March alone 
Angry assault our roofs have known ; 
'Tis not alone the hail puts to proof 
Toughness of rafter and stoutness of roof ; — 

* The combat iook place ia March. One can imagine the eonferaporary bard 
seizing the idea of the inclement winds and r^ns of this stormy month as the best 
parallel tu the violence and devastation of the English garrisons. 
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'Tis not alone the liail and the rain. 
Beating the roof-tree, drowning the plain :■ — 
Hail and rain, and winds that blow. 
What are these to the Saxon foe ? 

II.— THE PEATEE OF THE THIBTY TO ST. KADO." 



i Saint Kado, that guard'at our land, 
Strengthen us now in heart and hand ; 
Grant that to-day, by aid from thee, 
Brittany's foes may conquered be> 

" If from the fight we e'er come ba«k, 
Golden baldric thou shalt not lack — 
With eword and hauberk of gold thereto. 
And mantle, to boot, of the welkin's blae. 

" All shall say, when thine image they see. 
Bless we Sitint Kado on bended knee. 
Tip in high heaven, or here upon earth, 
'Where is the Saint that can mate him fca- worth t 
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III.— THE BATTLE OF THE THIRTY. 

" Now count them, young squire, now count them for me, 
And say what the tale of these knights may be." 
" By one, two, and ijhree I have counted them o'er — 
There are knights fifteen, and as many more." 

" If they are thirty, why so are we- — 

Upon them, gallants, right merrUi^ ! 

Let your bills on their horses be lustily laid : 

No more shall they eat onr buckwheat in blade." 

Oh, heavy and hard were the blows that brast^ 
Not hammer on anvil falls more fast : 
And fiercely and full ran the red, red blood. 
As fierce and as fall as a stream in flood. 

And ragged and rent was their harness fair. 
As the tattered rags of a beggar's wear ; 
And lond waa the roar of the hot mel^e. 
As the voice the great sea" lifts alway. 
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IV.— THE PEOWESS OE TINTENIAC. 

Cried the Badger-head * to Tint&iac, 
AVhile he bore down fast as the driving rack, 
" Try a thrust of my lance, Tint^niac— and see 
If a truncheon of hollow reed it be." 

" One thing, fair sir, shall he hollow anon, 
And that is the head thy shoulders upon. 
Where the corbies and crows will gather, fain 
To pike and to pull at marrow and brain." 

The words, I wis, were scarce spoke out, 
Tint^niac hath swung Ms mace about. 
And skull and hehn and hood of mail 
Hath smashed in one, as you'd smash a snail. 

Keranrais laughed the blow to behold—- 
A laugh to make men's blood run cold — 
" Were these stout Saxons all as thou, 
Full soon they'd conquer our land, I trow ■ " 

* " Pembrolic," from the Bi-eton Pmin, head ; h-ock, badger. 
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" How many, sir squire, are left on the green ? " 
" Tlie blood and the dust they blind my een." 
'■ How many, sir squire, are left on the plain ? " 
" There are seven wiU never lift lance again." 

T.— THE THIEST OF BEATJJIANOIE. 

Till the stroke of noon from the dawn of day 
They fought, nor giving nor gaining way ; 
!From the stroke of noon till the faU of night 
Against the Saxons they held the fight 

" I'm athirst, sore athirst ! " Lord Robert * he cried ; 
But Ar-Ohoad -f flung hack this word of pride 
As you give back a sword-thrust sharp and sore — 
" If thou'rt athirst, friend^ drink thy gore," 

When that sharp speech Lord Robert he heard, 

He turned for shame, and he spake no word. 

But he stormed like a fire on the Saxon foe, 

And five stout knights on the sward laid low. 

" De Beauraanoir. 

t Ar-Choacl means "of tke u'ood " in tlie liietoii. He is tbe Drt Bo. 
id ia the lai. 
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" Now count, sir squire, and tell to im 
How many Saxons yet left may be ? " 
" My lord, I have told, and told them 
By one, two, and three — but six 



" If six are left, they shall live their day, 
But ransom, I trow, each man must pay— 
A hundred pieces so bright and broad, 
Wherewith to lighten the land's sore load." 



TI.— THE EETTJEN TO CASTLE -JOSSEUN. 

No true son of Bretayne were he 
That in Josselin street had not crowed for glee. 
As those good knights marched back from stour. 
In every basnet a bright broom-flower — 

Of the Breton no friend, I wis, were he. 
Nor yet of the Saints of Brittanie, 
Who had robbed Saint Kado of tribute due, 
As patron of Breton knights so true — 
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Who had not rejoiced and his bonnet flung, 

Who had not giv'n thanks, and this orison sung — 

" Up in high heaven, or here, upon earth, 

Lives not the Saint mates Saint Kado for worth ! " 
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JEAN 0' TEE FLAME. 

(JANNEDIE FLUIM.) 

[T B h olae of this ballad (wbiek M. de la Villemarqufi took down from the 
t t ± wandering blind beggar, Guillarni Arfoll, the same wio sang to hira 

th B ttl f the Thii-t)'") ia Jeanne of Flandera, the gallant wife of Jean de 
M tf rt) til head of the Anglo-Korman (and at that moment also tha Breton) party, 
h str 1 with the Frenoh faction under De Bloie made Brittany the soena of 
oe sa t w fire for many years, ahant the middle of the fourteenth oentnry. When 
T d M tfort, taken, prisoner in NaJites, waa carried off to Paris, his wife — 
"Qui hien," says Froissart, "aToit oonrage dliomme, et ctenr da lion" — raised his 
fallen banner, and, like Maria Theresa in later times, presented herself with her 
iniknt son in her arms, at Bannes, beibre the a.ssembled barons, knights, and men-at- 
arms of the De Montfort following, and said to them : " Ha, seignenrs, be not dis- 
comforted nor dismayed for my lord whom we have lost. He was bnt one man. See 
beta my little son, who sliall restore him if it please God, and do you much good. 
I hare means enow, wkereof I will give freely, and promise you sucli a eapiain and 
guardian as shall mighUly comfort yon aU." It was at the siege of Hennebont 
("Qui fitait forl« Tille et grosse, et fort cbastel"), into which she threw herself, that 
she £red the camp of Charles de Blois, as recorded in tha ballad. This was in 
1342. Froissart talis the story in his admirably livid way in the 135th chapter of 
his "Chronicles."] 
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?^HAT is't that climbs the mountain's brow ?" 
"A flock of black wethers, as I tiow." 
" No flock of black wethers, nor yet of grey— 
A menye of men-at-arras, I say — 

Of men-at-arms from the land o' the Gaul * 

To lay a leaguer to Henbont WaU." 



As our Dutchess rode Henbont streets about, 
Oh, leal and loud the bells rang out ; 
On her milk-white palfrey, bright o' hlee. 
Holding her babe upon her knee ; 
Nowhere she turned her bridle-rein. 
But the Henbont folk shouted amain : 
" God ha^e m.other and babe in gra^e-. 
And bring the Gaul to desperate case." 

* As usual in the Breton ballada, the French aie "Challaoued "— or 
Cliall" — OanU ; tbe Englisb, "Saos," or Saxon. 
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The Dutchess had ridden so blithely by, 
When from the Gauls there came a cry : 
"Where lies the quarry the harbourers know. 
We've slotted down both Fawn and Doa 
When Doe and Fawn alive we hold. 
To bind them we've brought a chain of gold." 

Down from the edge of the bartizan 
Spake Jean o' the Flame, as 'twere a man : 
" The Doe shall go safe and the Fatvn fare free, 
And the quarry a felon Wolf* shall be ! 
Lest he shiver and shake for all his hair, 
This very night we'll wajrni his lair." 

Oh ! an angry woman was Jean o' the Flame 

As down the bartizan stair she came : 

She hath donned a steel hauberk, breast and back. 

And laced on her hair a basnet black ; 

She hath ta'en a sharp sword into her hand. 

And hath chosen three hundred for a band ; 

• Tbe Breton "Uek," wol£ led to that animal being taken aa the Ejmbol of 
Do Bloie and hia pai-tj. 
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And a red brand irom the fire hath pight. 
And out at a postern, through the night. 



The Gauls sang gay, the Gauls sang fine. 
Set at the board drinking the wine. 
In their pavihons close and tight. 
The Gauls sang late into the night ; 
But their singing stinted, far and nigh, 
When an eldritch voice was heard to cry ; 

" More than one month that laughs to-night. 
Shall cry before the moming-Hght, 

"More than one jaw that the white bread holds, 
Shall take in its teeth the cold black moulds. 

" More than one that red wine doth pour. 
Shall soon he pouring out fat gore, 

" More than one that boasts freck and free. 
Ere morn a heap of ashes shall he." 
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There was many a Gaul that aat fordrunk, 
With heavy head on the board y-sunk. 
When through the tents an alamui past — 
" The fire ! the fire ! To rescue fast ! 

" The fire ! the fire ! Fly one ! fly all ! 

'Tis Jean o' the Flame, from Henhont Wall !" 

Jean o' the Fiame, I will go hound. 

Is the wightest woman that e'er trod ground. 

Was never a comer, far or near, 

Of the Gaulish camp hut the fire was thera 

And the wind it broadened, the wind it blew. 

Till it lit the black night through and through. 

Where tents had been stood ash-heaps grey. 

And roasted therein the Gauls they lay. 

Burnt to ashes were thousands three, 

Only a hundred 'scaped scot free 1 

IV. 

Oh ! a merry woman was Jean o' the Flame, 
When at mom to her bower-window she came, 
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To see the plain all black and bare, 

Grey aahea for pavilions fair ; 

And wreaths of smoke that curl and creep, 

Up out of every small ash-heap, 

Jean o' the Mame with a smile she sware, 

"By God, was ne'er field burnt* so fair! 

" Ne'er saw I field to such proiit bren ; 
Where we had one ear we'll have ten !" 

Still true the ancient saw is found, 
" Nothing hke Gauls' bones for the ^und ; 
Gauls' bones, beat small as small may be. 
To make the wheat grow lustUie." 

' Pebei maradelc" — Kterallj, "what a raajiariiig by paring hj 
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DU GUESCLIN'S VASSAL. 

(bM \.Z AOTROU GWESKLEH.) 

[Bkrtkabd Eff (xFi.'iOLiN (1314—1330), Conatflble of Franca, born of an ancient 
B a fam j, and one of the noblest prcitE cheiialieTS of wkom tlie history of 
h a 17 pre tiei lecord, la still a popular hero of Breton ballad and legend. This 
ha ad t" la the tiadilional tale of his razing of the Castle of FestiTiea, one of the 
h d oe upeJ hj the Engli&h m the struggle of parties nnder De Blois and De 



MN the thick of Mael woods stands a stately castle-keep, 
With a turret at each comer, and a moat both wide 
and deep ; 
In the great court is a well, where piled the bones of 
dead men lie. 
And every n^ht that bone-heap grows higher and more high. 

On the windlass of that di-aw-weU the corbies settle free. 

And o'ei their carrion-feast below — oh ! but they croak merrilie. 
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That draw-bridge falleth lightly, but rises Hghtlier still ; 
Whoso lists therein may enter, but goes not out who wilL 



A young squire through the Saxon pale on chevaiwhw* did fare, 

lann Poutorson he was bight, a gentle squire and fair : 

And as he rode at evenfail this stately castle by. 

He asked of the chief warder leave tlierein that night to lie, 

" Light down, light down, Sir Squire ; for thee III let the draw- 
bridge fall. 

Now lead thy red-roan courser in, and stable him in stall ; 

There he shall eat his fill o' the hay and of the barley fine, 

Whilst you in hall, with our merry men all, shall sit you down 
to dine." 

He is set at board, but never a word spake any there, I ween ; 
Nor knight, nor squire, nor man-at-arms — dumb men they might 
have been — 



* No reader of Froissart oaa lave forgottan tte ehevanchks or ridmgs out in 
quest of gallant adventures of arma, wbiob give suoK an iodiTidnal life and inteiest 
to hia "Chronicles." 
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But 'twere a word to the maiden : " Biganna, mount the stair. 
And see that for this stranger squire the bed be dighted yare." 

When meat was done and boards were drawn, and the time for 

bed was come. 
The gentle squire he elomb the stair into an upper room ; 
And blithe sang lann Fontorson for his bed as he was boune, 
And he set his horn of ivory on the bed-stock adown. 

" Biganna, pretty sister, now say what this may be. 

That ever ye sigh so heavilie as ye torn your looks on me ?" 

"Oh! if ye stood but where I stand, and knew the thing I 

know, 
It's you would sigh, as you look'd on me, as heavily, I trow. — 

" It's you would sigh as heavily, for very nith, I ween ; 

Under the pillow at your bed-head there's a dagger bright and 

keen. 
On blade and haft there's blood still left, that's not had time to 

dry: 
'Tis the third man's blood that it has shed, and you must be 

fourth to die. 
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" Your gold and eke your wliite monie, your arms, and all your 

gear, 
But an it be your red-roan horse, are ta'en and lock-fast here." 
Under the pillow at his bed-head lightly his hand he laid. 
And hath found the dagger with the blood still wet on haft and 

blade. 

" Biganna, ray sweet sister, now help me to win free. 

And thou shalt have five hundred crowns all for a ransom-fee." 

" Gramercy, sir ; an asking I would ask, and only one : 

It is — have you a wedded wife at home, or have you none ?" 

"False answer to thy asking wilt I none, betide what may; 
A wedded wife I've had at home this two weeks and a day. 
But I have three brothers, every one a better man than me : 
For pleasure of thy heart choose one of them thy groom to be." 

" For my heart there is no pleasure in man's love nor yet in fee ; 
There is no pleasure for my heart, but only, sir, in thee. 
Follow me out, and never doiibt but the draw-bridge we shall 

clear : 
The porter will not stay us ; he's my foster-brotlier dear." 
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Featly and fast the gate they've past, out o'er the bridge 

they've gone. 
" Now up and ride, sweet sister, on the croup of my red roau. 
The way lies free to Gwengamp : to my good Lord I'll go, 
To ask if he hold dearly by his vassal's life or no : 
Now ride we straight to Gwengamp, to my true Lord Gwestlfen, 
That he come and lay a leaguer about Pestivien." 



"Fair greeting, men of Gwengamp, all for your courtesie, 
I seek my good Lord Gwesklen; I pray you, where is he?" 
"If you seek the good Lord Gwesklen, as so I read your 

call. 
In the square-tower you'll find him, set in the Bai'ons' Hall." 

Oh ! hghtiy Ian Pontorson within the hall has stept. 

And straight to the Lord Gwesklen his forward way hath 

kept: 
" The gi"ace of God be with my Lord, and shield him from all 

harm. 
Even as to shield his vassals my Lord holds out his arm." 
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" The gra<;e of Gtod be mth thee, that speak' st so courteouslie. 
He whom Gfod shields to others at need a shield should be. 
What need is thine? Short speech and sooth is tliat which 

likes me best." 
"Needs one to harry Pestien — that bloody robbers' nest. 

'"Tis thence the Saxon reivers on foray saUy out. 

Is never herd nor homestead safe for seven good leagues 

about : 
And whoso enters Pestien Gate an ill death he must dree ; 
But an it were this maiden, they had made an end o' me. 

" I trow they had slit my weasand, as they've slit many a score," 
And he up and out with the dagger that still was red with 

gore. 
Then outspake Gwesklen i " By the saints that Bretons have in 

So long as lives one Saxon, wiU he neither peace nor law ! 
Now graith* my great horse, trusty squires, and do my armour 

And let us see if this mote last ! " And so Gwesklen was gone. 
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The Captaia of Pestivien to the donjon tower he ran, 

And at Lord Gwesklen japed his jape, down from the bartizan : 

" Oh ! is't to dance a dance you've come, you and your merry 

men, 
That all so bravely harnessed ye seek Pestivien 1 " 

" On a dancing-errand, Saxon, we are come, by my fay : 

But 'tis we will pipe, and yow shall dance, and eke the pipers 

pay. 
We'll gar you dance so loath and long that you'll pray the dance 

were done ; 
And when we're tired of piping, there's the foul fiend shall 

pipe on I " 

The first stroke that Lord Gwesklen struck, the walls to ground 

were thrown. 
That the strong castle shrunk and shook to its foundation-stone. 
The second stroke Lord Gwesklen struck, three towers were 

lying low, 
And twice a hundred men went down, and well as many mo. 
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The tliird stroke that Lord Gweskleu struck, the gates were 

beaten in, 
And the Bretons they were masters, walls without and courts 

within. 

They've fired the hold, they've burnt the mould, and slockeiied* 

it in blood ; 
The ploughman sings as he ploughs o'er the ground where 

Pestien stood : 
John the Saxon, felon traitor and rank reiver though he be, 
Long as the rocks of Mael shall stand shall ne'er hold Brittanie ! 
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THE WEDDING-GIBDLE. 

(SEIZEK EUEED.) 

[Thb Breton eipedition into Wales to wiich this iiallad refers was undertaken 
under Jean de Rleuk, or De Ideux, Marshal of Brittany (in li05), in aid of Owen 
Glendwr's rising a^ainat tlie Engliali rule.] 



fHAD BOt been betrothed but a night and eke a day, 
When at the orders of my Lord de Rieux I must 

■ Must march with that bold Baron, in aid, if aid may 
he. 
Of the good Prince Owen GJendwr and the Eretons over sea. 

"Now busk and boune, my little foot-page, and run beside my 

rein : 
To say farewell to my betrothed my heart within is fain : 
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I must bid my betrothed farewell, the ladye I love best, 

Or well I wot my heart for grief will break within my breast." 

As he rode to her caatle-wali he shook like an aspen tree ; 
As he rode through her castle-gate his heart beat heavily. 
"Now enter in, my gentle Lord, and draw the fire anigh. 
That I may spread the board anon, and feast thee daintily." 

" Saving your grace, good aunt, for me let never boaixi be dight; 
I come but to bid her farewell that yestreen gave me her 

plight." 
When the good dame this heard the shoes from off her feot she 

laid, 
And gat her in her stocking-feet upon her daughter's bed. 

On the bed-stock she hath mounted, and hath bent her o'er the 
bed: 

" Awake, awake, my Loida, lift up thy pretty head. 

And busk thee, busk thee, my bonny bairn, and lay thy night- 
raU by. 

And speak a word to thy true love, who hath come to bid good- 
bye." 
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Then up from between the sheets sprang the maiden all a-glow. 
And jet-bla«k was the hair that fell on her shoulders white as 

snow. 
" Alack and woe, my leman sweet, my Lo'ida, woe is me, 
The time is come I must aboard and sail away from thee 

" To Sason-Iand, to follow the banner of my Lord, 

And God he knows the heavy grief that in ray heart I hoard." 

"Now, in God's name, my own true love, sail not away from 

me : 
The wind is ever changeful, and traitor is the sea. 

" If 'twere thine evil hap to die, think of my heavy pain : 
With hungering for news of thee my heart will break in twain. 
From fisher's hut to fisher's hut I'll pace the salt sea strand : 
What word, what word of him that hath my troth and heart 
and hand ? " 

Oh ! sore she cried, and sore he tried to cheer her in her woe : 
"Now dry thine eyes, my Loida, and weep not for me so : 
A girdle I will bring thee from o'er sea^— a girdle fair — 
A wedding-girdle of the blue, set all with rubies rare." 
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"IVas a sight to see that woeful knight as he sat by the ingle- 
glow, 

His ladye-love upon his knee, her pretty head bent low. 

Her two arms twined about his neck — both silent, but for 
weeping ; 

Till the mom should rise to part them their last sad love-tryst 



With the first light of the mormng that heavy knight 'gan 
say: 

" The red cock crows, my darling, to tell the break of day." 

" Now nay, now nay, mj own true love ; trust me, 'tis night- 
time still ; 

'Tis but the moon that shineth, that shineth on the hilL" 

"Now nay, now nay, it is the sun through the door-chinks 

comes a-glow ; 
'Tis time that I should leave thee, across the sea to go." 
He's gone, and aye aa thence he went the daws they chattered 

free: 
" An' if the sea be traitor, worse traitors women be." 
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On Saint John's Day, in the autumn, that maid was heard to say : 
" I saw, far out upon the waves, from the mountains of Ar^, 
I saw far out a gallant ship, sore beaten by the sea, 
And high upon the after-deck he stood that loveth me. 

"All in bis hand he held a sword, and a sore fight there was set, 
And the dead lay thick about him, and his shirt with blood was 

wet: 
My love and life are twmned,* alack !" She made no more ado. 
But when the new-yeai^s day came raund, she had plighted 

But ere long there came tidings, tidings of happy strain ; 
The war, the war is over — ^the good knight is come j^ain ; 
Has come again to his manor, in gladsomeness and glee, 
This night he's boune to his ladye-love, his own betrothed to see. 

As be came near the castle he heard the rotes sound clear. 
And saw i' the castle windows the hghts shine far and neai' : 
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" Say, merry new-yeai"'s bedesmen * that by tower and town go 

free, 
What mirth is in yon castle ? — what means this minstrelsy ? " 

" They are the merry rote-player% a playing two and two, 
'Now room for the milk-potage^ that the door-atead passes 

through.' 
Thej are the merry rote-players, a playing three and three, 
' Now room for the railk-potage in the house that enters free.' " 



The beggars J bid to the wedding to tbeir supper were addrest. 
When in came an errant beggar-man, was not a bidden guest : 
" Now largesse, of your courtesy, largesse of board and bed. 
The night is come, I have no home, nor place to lay my head." 



* EginoTiefi^n, tlie "beggai'S who at Chnatm^E-tiiae traverse tte coantry aslEisg 
a new-year's alma, with tte orj "Bghinad d'6" ("a new-year's gift for me"), popu- 
larly contracted into Eghifia^iiS, to a eormptiott of which some etymologietB refer the 
"Hogmanay," the new-year's ery in Scotland. 

t The popular wedding-air in Brittany, The milk-potage is tte special dish of 
the new-maiTied pair at tte wedding-supper, 

t Beggars in Brittany are among the most honoured gneata at weddings, funerals, 
sain ta' -days, and all social gatherings with anjiiing of solemnity about them. 
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" Now Heaven forefend, poor beggar, but thou should' st find a 

bed; 
And for thee as for the others the supper-board is spread : 
Draw nigh, good man, and enter the manor, in God's name ; 
My lord and I that serve the rest, we will serve thee the 



The first dance that they danced in hall, the ladye spoke him 

fair: 
"What aileth thee, poor beggar-man, that so still tiioii sittest 

there ? " 
" There's nothing ails me, ladye : no cause have I therefore. 
But that the way was weary, and my limbs are stiff and 

The second dance they danced in hall, outspake the bride once 

" Alt thoK still weary, my good man, that thou tak'st not the 

floor ? " 
" Oh, yes ! I am too weary for dancing, ladye fair : 
And 'tis not alone I am weary, but a weight at my heart I 

bear." 
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The third dance that they danced in hall, the bride smiled fair 

and free, 
And she came unto the beggax-man and said: "Come, dance 

with me ! " 
" It is an honour ill befits to the like o' me to pay ; 
But aa 'tis offered, it were the paj-t of a churl to say thee 

nay." 

And as they moved along the dance; he stooped for her to 

bear; 
And oh ! but I ween the lips were green that whispered in her 

ear: 
"What hast thou done with the red-gold ring ye had of me, 

fair May, 
On the threshold of this chamber, was a year ago to-day ? " 

'Twas uphft eyes and hard-wrung hands, as grievously she 

cried : 
" Till now I lived without a grief, and so hoped to have died : 
I thought I was a widow, now I have husbands twain." 
'"Twas ill-thought, my fair ladye, for husband thou hast 
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He liath drawn a dagger beneatli his coat that hung beside his 

knee. 
And he hath stricken a stroke at her that gaiTed the blood to 

flee; 
That down she fell on her bended knees, and her head she hung 

aside : 
" My God ! my God ! " was all she said — and with the word she 

died. 



In Daoiilaz Abbey-church stands Our Ladye carven fair. 
That a girdle set with rubies from over sea doth wear : 
Who gave that ruby girdle to Our Ladye if you'd weet. 
Ask of the monk that lieth a penitent at her feet. 
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MET II. 

SOITGS USED ON DOMESTIC AND 
FESTIVE OCCASIONS. 
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THE FLOWERS OF MAY. 

IPLFUNIOI MAE 1 



[Ih tha distnota of CoraouailJe and ahont Vajraea they have a pretty funeral 
fashion, of covering ■with flowers the biers of young girls who d e in the montli of 
May,* Sneh deaths are regarded as, ommous of happme'^ her&iftei, and ^lot girls 
pray fo be spared till the floweca of May crme boot t death seem t. be dirkemng 
over them before tte month ; or to he taken before the flowers of May ara ivitliered, 
if life and flowers are waning together. The following song on tbis toueblng theme 
is mncb snng in CornonaiUe, and is aseribed to two peasant aiatera, etill living, the 
aothoresses of a charming little song called "The SwaJloira," n-liieli will be fouud in 
this volmne. The delicacy, tendemeas, and piety of tbis patbetio idyll ara cbaracter- 
islio of the Bieton ; and these qualities are found among tbe peasantry of Brittany 
— rude and stem almost to gloom as they are — more than among any other class of 
the country.] 



N tbe aea-shore who Jeff had seen 
With rosy cheeks and eyes of sheen ; 



Who for the pardon had seen her start. 
Had felt the happier in his heart : 



* The same usage is preserved in South Wales. M. de la Villemarqag remarks 
on the tender Hse ShatspcarG has made of it in " Cymbeline,"' in the speech he puts 
into the mouth of Arviragns over the body of Imogene. 
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But he that had seen her on her bed, 
Had tears of pity for her ehed, 



To Bee the sweet sick maiden laid. 
Pale as a lily in summer-shade. 



To her companions she aaid. 
That sat beside her on her bed : 



" My friends, if loving friends ye be, 
In God's name, do not weep for me. 



" You know all living death must dree ; 
God's own self died— died on the tree." 



As I went for water, to the spring 
I heard the nightingale sweetly sing : 



" The month of May is passing e'en now, 
And with it the blossom on the bough. 
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" The happiest lot from Jife they bring, 
The young whom death takes in the spring. 

" Ev'n as the rose drops from the spray, 
So youth from life doth fall away. 

"Those who die ere this week is flown. 
All with fresh flowers shall be strown ; 

"And from those flowers shall soar heaven-high, 
As from the rose-cup the butt-erfly." 



" Jeffik ! Jefiik ! did you not hear 

The nightingale's song so sweet and clear 1 



" ' The month of May is passing e'en now, 
And with it the blossom on the bough.' " 



When this she heard, the gentle maid. 
Crosswise her two pale hands she laid : 
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" I will say an Am Marie, 

Our Ladye sweet, in honour of thee : 



" That it may please our God, thy Son, 
To look with pity me upon ; 



" That grace to pass quick me be given, 
And wait for those I love in Heaven," 



The Ave Marie was hardly said, 
Wlien gently sank her gentle head : 



The pale head sank, no more to rise ; 
The eyelids closed upon the eyes. 



Just then beyond the coui-t-yard pale 
Was heard to sing the nightingale : 



" The happiest lot from life they bring. 
The young whom death takes in the spring. 



" Happy the young whose biers are strown 
With spriug-flowers, fair and freshly blown." 
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THE ASKING OF THE BEIDE. 

(AR GOULENK) 

[MiRaiAQB iu Brittany is preceded bj a whole series of regnlated eeremomals, 
to irtich, in tie district of Comouaille eipeoially, it ia matter of religion to adlii-re 
with tlie utDioat sorupulonsness Wlian a jonng man thinks, tiraaelf in a position to 
marry, hia first recourse is to tlie tailor, the lecogniaed marriage broker of every 
Breton village He it is nho is Euppo&ed to know all the eligible jxirtis of both 
sexee — their means, tastus, the weJth of tlieir parents, the mainage pirtions, and 
"plenishing" ttey can respectively bring with them When the tailor has reoeiTecl 
bis commission to open negotiaticnB with the scle ted maiden, be visits her parents' 
farm, accosts ter, genetiUy alone, and puts forward in their btat light the means, 
looks, and a^icompli^knients of his client If these find favour in the girl's sight he 
la referred by her to the parents If thpy ^| prove the match, the Uilor formally 
assnmeB the functions of Baavalun,* cir "messenger of marriage," and, weaDng one 
red KJid one violet stocking, brings the wooer, accompanied hy Lis nearest male 
relative, to the home of his intended 

This step IS called the " aslmg of conference " The heads cf tl e two femiliea 
make acquaintance, while the lovers are left to converse apart. When they have 
wooed and whispered their £11, they join their parents band in hand, wine and wMte 
bread are brought out, the young pair drink from the same glass and eat with the 
same knife, the bases of the marriage treaty are fised, and a day is settled for the 
meeting of the two tamilies. 

This is eafled the velladen, or view, and talses place at the house of the girl. 
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E ijtiiin d ! J li par t iiy d pi y f th 1 wn L g — fii nit ire 
1 inyplfp BjStfcl d dead m[I m ta, & & — bj 

b gfmnhb Imkthmt piinghwfw altli. At this 

m ting f th f mil t d t ns f th t £ Uy 1 1 d 

A week before tie mamage, the yuung conple — he accompanied hj the prmeipa,! 
bridesmaid, she b? the "best man," bearing white waads— go round the neighhonr- 
hood to deliver tlieir invitations to the weddmg, ithioh is formally done in verses 
setting out time and place, and inter^>eised with prayers and signs of the dross. 

At last comes the wedding day And now tlie functions of the Basvalan and 
the BreviaSr, or "defender," who represents the reluctance of the bride, as the 
Basvalan the passions of the bndegrooia, assume their fnll importance in the ajm- 
bolical scene wbich is transacted m the verses which follow, or in others of the same 
character, for both Bazvidan and Brealaer may be their own poets, so that th^ 
adhere to the regulated course of the allegory.] 

TEE MESSENGEa OE MAEHIAGE. 

fN the name of Father, Son, 
And Holy Ghost, God, three in one. 
Blessing rest on thia roof-tree. 
And more joy than I bring with me. 

THE DEIraiDEE. 

What lias happ'd, good friend, I pray, 
To drive the joy from thy heart away ? 



In my cote, my pigeon's love, 
I had a pretty little dove, 
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When the epar-hawk, like a flame, 
Or a wind, down ewooping came ; 
My little dove he scared away, 
"Where she's flown to none can say. 

THE DBI'BKIIEK. 

Thou look'st mighty smart and tiim 
For one whose eyes in sorrow swim ; 
Thy yellow hair thou hast combed out. 
As if bound for a dancing-bout. 



THE a 

Now cease, good friend, thy jesting keen ; 
My Kttle white dove say haat thou seen '< 
Merry man shall I never be 
Till again my pretty dove I see. 

THE DEFENDEE. 

Of thy pigeon no news I know. 

Nor yet of thy dove as white as snow. 

THE MESSENSEB. 

'Tis false, young man, the word you say ; 
The neighbours saw it fly this way : 
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Over your court they saw it fly, 

And light in the orchard-plot hard by. 



Of thy little dove as white as snow, 
Nor yet of thy pigeon, no news I know. 

THE lEESaEN-GER, 

My pigeon he will waste away, 
If hia sweet mate long fronx him stay ; 
My hapless pigeon he will die — 
Through the key-hole I must spy. 

THE DEFENDEB. 

Hold there, friend ; thou shait not go 
I'll look myself and let thee know. 

[Re goes imto (he hoime, and relunis j'ra 
In our courtyard I have been. 
Ne'er a dove there have I seen ; 
But I found great wealth of posies, 
Bloom of lilacs, flush of roses : 
Chief, a dainty little rose 
That at the hedge comer grows. 
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I will fetch it, an you will, 
Heart and eyes with joy to fill. 



THE MESSEKGEB. 

Pretty flowret, fair thou art, 
Fit to gladden a man's heart : 
Were my pigeon a drop of dew. 
He would sink thy breast into. 

To the loft I'll climb anon. 
Thither she perchance has flown. 

THE DEFENDEE. 

Hold thee, friend, thou shalt not go ■. 

I'll look myself and let thee know. 

[lie goes into the hovM, attd 7' 
with the gaod-Kife. 

In the loft Tve sought all round, 

But thy dove I have not found ; 

Only I have found an car 

Left from hai"7est — it is here : 
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THE ASKING OF THE BRIDE. 

Stick it in thy hat, if so 
Consolation thoK may.st know. 

THE MEBSESQBa. 

Not more grains are in the ear 
Than my dove shall nestlings bear. 
Under snowy wings and breast., 
Brooding gently, in the nest. 

[After a pause . 
To the field in search I'll go. 

THE DEPEKDEU, 

Nay, good friend, then whalt not so. 
Wherefore soil thy dainty shoon ? 
I win bring thee tidings soon. 

[He eiito-s the house, and i 
wilh ike grandmolkei: 

Of yo\ir dove I saw no trace. 
Nothing found I in the place 
But this apple, wrinkled, old, 
Hid in leaves, and left on mould : 
Put it in your pocket, straight. 
Give your pigeon it to eat. 
And he'll cease to inoui\D hia mate. 
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THE MBSSENGEE. 

Thajiks, good friend ; sound fruit is sound. 
Though 'tis wrinkled round and round ; 
Savour sweet with age is found. 
But for your apple nought I care. 
Nor for your flower, nor for your ear. 
All on my dove is set my mind : 
I'll go myself my dove to find ! 

Foregad, but thou'rt an artful hand : 

Come in with me, nor longer stand. 

Thy little dove, whe is not lost, 

I've kept her with much care and cost ; 

All in a cage of ivorife. 

Of silver and gold its bai-s they be. 

There she sits, both glad and gay, 

Dainty and decked in her best array ! 

[The Meesengor is admitted into the house. He 
fakes Ilk seat for a moment cU taUe, then re- 
tires to introduce (ft« faiare h-idejrcom. A i 
MOM OS he appeart the Iride's father presejiti 
him with a kr/rse-gii-lk, vMch he pfM*» round 
the bride'i viaiM; while he ia hacMing and a<n- 
huekUng it, ike Defender urtgs as follows ; — 
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THE ASKING OF THE BRIDE. 



THE GIETH. 

(AR GOITBIZ.) 



Prancing free in the meadows g^-'eeii, 
An imbroke Ally I have seen : 



Nothing she recked but to prance and play 
Through the meadow the live-long day ; 



Upon the sweet spring-grass to feed, 
And drink of the streamlet in the mead. 



Sudden along the ■way did fare, 
A bachelor BO dehonair, 



So young, BO shapely, of step so light, 
TTia clothes with gold and silver bright. 



That the filly stood aU at gaze, 
And for the sight forgot to graze. 



Then slow and softly near she drew. 
And reached her neck his hand im.to ; 



"With gentle hand he hath stroked her skin. 
And laid to her mnzzle, cheek and chin ; 



And thea he bath kissed her feir and free. 
And oh, but a happy filly was she ! 
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Then in her mouth, a bit he hath placed, 
And roimd her body a girth hath laced. 



Then lightly on her back he liath lea] 
And away witli him the filly slept I 



Tbia song isaog, tho briJe-elect kneels at the feet of tlie olJest member of 
the femily, while the poet of t!ie oeoaaion — oftea a wandering man, at onee bard 
and beggar, but alwaja treated with respect— invokoB on her head all ble^singa of 
Glod, the Virgin, the Saints, and the departed of her own bloijd for generatioa'i baelc. 
The "best-woman" then raises her np, and the " defender" putu her hand in tliat 
of her betrothed, makes them exchange rings and swear to be as true to eaeh other 
in this world as ring is to finger, that they may be eternally united in the next. 
He then recites aloud the Paternoster, the Ave, and the De I'rafiiiidis, Soon afler 
the bride-elect, who las retired, appears again, led by the " beat-man," with as many 
rows of silver laoe on her sleeve ashb i^thisal ffra fh prt 
The bridegroom -elect follows with, the b st w man hit m f Th 

"messenger of Biarriage" brings out thbd mhra dhldsh tirr p 

while he mounts; the "defender" tkthbdlt h m Itah 
behind her destined husband. After tl m II I d t acmg p 1 

often across country, to the church. Thfith best hph 

second, a bunch of ribbons. 

In some cantons, adds M. da !a V 11 marq 6— fmhm dMd^ t 

these details are taken, — wheu the t 1 th Ita f tb sa ty h 

wedding party accompany him. The bm oa dhrmbkt 

covered with a napkin, in which is a loaf f h t b d d b ttl f Th 

the rector, after crossing the loaf with th k f p t, ts d divid m rsel 
between the newly-married pair. H th p rs Ui wm t 1 p f m 

which the husband drinks and passes th p t his w f 

Oa leaving the church, amidst thfimfg^th pi fqb d 

crackers, the shrill notes of the Sin d th h mp 1 ] gl f th tarn 

bourine, the procession is i-eformed fo th b d h se wh th f ast ] 1 

' A rude kind of oboe. 
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Ihe rooms arp hung with white Bin'ct?, and dei'orated iritli nosegays and garlands. 
Tables are spread wh^-rever they will stand, often overflowing tie lionfia into the 
oourtjard At the end of une of them sits the bnde, under an aroli of flowers and 
foliage Aa the guests £tl.e their seats an old man recites the Benedicile. Each 
oonrse is ushered in with i burst of music, and followed by a dance ; and the whole 
night 13 oflien spent at table 

The day after the marriage is "the day of tie poor." The beggars and traiops 

assemble by hundreds . tbey consume the remains of the marriage feast, the bride 

herself waiting on the women, the bridegroom on the men. Before the second oonrse 

the bride and bridegroom lead off the dance with the most venerable of the beggars, 

male and female; while songs are sung in honour of the libezalityofthe young conple, 

whi ha la'idp yrsf 1 glif p peritj- a d fair issue 

Th bei^a 1 a th h t th bl "s n f Heayenon it and it? ownere 

Th is m th atra ly mf sa to u wh e titight to regird poverty 

aim t aa a me, and to h Id b a Ih y m of the comra.unity, in the 

p t^ Im t eo wth wh h these p I and liousclt^iiS outcasts are 

e;,a d d m B tt y =1 m th f th asm Li d m y be seen in Ireland This 

te ns J ty f po ty eera d mpttljitt Celtic feelings and usages, 

th h th t h f th E m th 1 Ch h m y Lave a good deii i" do 

Ih t 
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THE SONG OF THE JUNE PEAST. 

{AK MIZ EVKS,) 

[This is one of the moat ancient Breton festivals— evident] j a relia of the 
Druidiu ceremonies of the summer solstice. It ia now rare, heiiig conSntd, sajB 
M df la Villemarque, to some cantons of Vannes and a few yillages of Coriiouaille. 

Th II gera of both sexes gather at some dolmeQ, oi- Druid stone, every 
Sa u d J f June at four in the afternoon. Each year's festival has a "Jaasfer" 
(pa p n) selected among the handsomest and most agilo of the jouth, who 

h ea a m den as qneen of the day by placing on ber finger a silver ring. His 
ladg f ffice is a knot of lihljons, blue, green, and ■xhile, which at the end of tie 
f t al h t aneraits, with hia dignity, by fostening it to the button-hole of the 
wh 1 he is empowered to appoint. 

Th n wiich follows is the consecrated dialogue hetwcen the laEt year's 
ma t ad mistress, and the addrees of the new master to t\e mistress of liia choice.] 



I (to the past mistress). 
OOD day to you, sweet gossip; greeting and fair 



It 13 an honest love and true that brings mo all 
tliia way. 
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l*f) THE SONG OF THE JUNE FEAST. 

THE PAST MISTEEES. 

Nay, never fancy, bachelor, I your betrothed mxiat he, 
All for a ring of silver that you have given to me. 
Take hack your ring of silver^ and give or keep it still ; 
Of love for it, or love for you, I feel no want nor will. 
There was a time, tut it is past for me this many a day, 
When for a smile, and but a smile, I gave my heart away : 
But time has made me wiser, and hath flouted me full sore ; 
Let smile who wiU, and ne'er so sweet, but I will laugh no more. 

THE EAST MASTER. 

When I was young, three ribbons at my button I did show ; 
One was green, and one was blue, and the third was white as 

snow. 
That green ribbon in honour of my gossip fair I wore. 
For true and tender was the love in ray heart for her I horo. 
The white ribbon I wore in the eye of day to show, - 
A token of the spotless love that was betwixt ife two. 
The blue ribbon I wore to mark that at peace with her I'd be : 
And ever as I look at it my sighs fall heavilife. 
I'm left alone, now she is flown, alack and wel!-a^day ! 
As the wanton Uttle pigeon from the old cote flies away. 
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TliE IfETV" MASTER (fo Ati mistress). 

The summer is new comen in, with the pleasant month of June, 
When youths and maids walk hand in hand, with happy hearts 

in tune: 
The flowers they are open in the meadow-landa to-day, 
And young folks' hearts are open too, where'er they go or stay. 
See the white bloom on the hawthorn, how purely sweet it 

smells ; 
See how little hirds are pairing in the dingles and the dells. 
Then come away, my sweetheart, come walk the woods with me. 
We will hear the wind a-rustle in the tranches of the tree ; 
And the water of the streamlet the pebbles murmuring o'er. 
And the birds in the tall tree-tops that their merry music pour ; 
Each making its own melody according to its kind, 
A music that will make for us glad heart and quiet mind. 
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THE SONG OF TEE NEW THBESHING- 
FLOOB. 

(SON LEUR-KEVEZ.) 

[The inauguration of a new thieshiiig- floor in Brittany is a z''^t "frolic," 
When the old floor has gromi rongli and nnfit for aertiee, the fajTner sanounoes a 
new tireahing- floor. Hie neighbours aasemble over-u^iit with their carts laden with 
clay and water-barrela, taking up the beet pointa foe a gallop to the epot, wJieo the 
first-arrived wins a knot of ribbon. Tlie olaj is rapidlj unloaded, the water poured 
over it ■ the horses with be-ribboned manee and taila are driven round and round 
to wo k th p ddl t CO t m tun t bl i3 p ead th t of the 

new fl bai t t d th p tt t g 1 f tl p! k pt er in it 

till el 13 let f p jm t f rrj f rf t A w k fte wh the elaj 

has bard edffitljth w S hem bEm dl h^ns of 
dancers, nnd f g la, carry g th ir head f 11 milk pa 1 orocka 

filled w th fl w ra, wh I m nlj bo t t t th m m f t b p p The 

favourite lignr those te m W te 1 wJu h m y tiU. b u some 

ofourC hfst 1- t bij F rj D tHlt tP za on the 

Bvea f St. J hn d St P te Th d ft f E w d by wre tlmg m tehes— 

alwaj C It it d ly pr t d m g r<iel th C ItJ d of the 

island.] 

3 O I ipe a new threshing-floor all were gone, 
And of the party I was one ; 



To open a floor with dance and play, 
I was not one at home to stay. 
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THE SONG OF THE NEW THEESHDfG-FLOOR. 

Of young lads there was plenty there, 
And plenty, I ween, of lasses fair. 

Oh, but my heart did jig away, 
Soon as I heard the music play ! 



I saw a maid in the n 

She was shy as a turtle-dove ; 

Bright her eyes as the drops that run 
On a branch of may in the rising sun ; 

Blue her eyes as the flax full blown. 
White her teeth as the whitest stone ; 

A laugh on her lip and a light in her ee. 
And oh, but she gave a look at me. 

I looked, but for manners awhile did stand. 
Before I made bold to ask her hand ; 

To ask her hand for a jabadaou,* 

And soon we were leading the measure true. 

• T lie favourite dance of Cdraouaille. 
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And we danced and danced, till by degrees, 
Her wee white hand I ventured to squeeze ; 

And thfin she smiled, oh, she smiled on me — 
Not an angel of Heaven could aweeter be : 

And I smiled back her smile again, 
And since but for her my heart is fain. 

I will go to see her to-night. 

With a velvet band and a cross so bright ; 

A band of black velvet and cross so rare. 
My fairing from St. Nicholas' fair : 

St. Nicholas,* our patron true — 

On her small white neck how brave 'twill shew. 

And I'U take thee a ring of the silver fine. 
For that pretty slender finger o' thine ; 

On her small finger a keepsake to be. 
That she may sometimes think of me. 

* The fete of St, Hieholas ia eiupliaticallr the ioTar's festival in Brittany, and 
keepsakes and fairings bought on Uiat daj liave a Epecial virtue. 
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THE SONG OF THE NEW THKESHINO-E'LOOE. 



As I came back from seeing my sweet, 
I met tkc old tailor in the street ; 



I met the old tailor coming along, — 
And he it was that made this song. 
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THE SHEPHERD'S CALL. 

(AKN ALIKfi.) 

[Cu DaooD has its epeoial festival in Brittany. It ia celebrated at tha close of 
au m nd ia called " The Shepherd's Holiday." The scene ia generally some wide 
li h wh her tte young ahepierda and slieplisrdesaea are acenEtomed to drive their 
fl k f pasture. Hither parents hring their boys and girls, between nine and 
w y ars ohl, with good store of butler, mQk, fruit, and cakes. After a merry 
E B ni reverend aenior of the party Binga to the children a series of mora! 
r p ailed Sentel ar Vitgalc (the children's lesson) : then follows the indis- 
pensable dance, and as they wiud their way homewai'de they sing this old song. Its 
BretoQ name is derived from the call which the little ahephetda, boy and girl, shout 
to each other from hill-side to hiH^side. The boy begins, "Ali, kS ! ali, ke I ali, 
lf£ I" ("awarnjng, come I") 

Then, naming the girl he wishes to call, he adda^ 
Li ("hear"). 
If she be indisposed for a rejomder, she calls — 

N^ann-Tced-dk (" I won't come"). 
If she be socially disposed, her answer ia — 

Meia? ig ("Icome; yes"). 
Then the boy strikes up this song, to the last stanza, which the girl sings, witli 
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THE SHEPHEED S CALL, 



J S I rose on Sunday morning to drive tbe kine to 
lea, 
I heard my sweetheart singing — by the voice I 
knew 'twas she ; 
I heard my sweetheart singing, singing gay on the hill-side, 
And I made a song to sing with her, across the valley wide. 

The first time I set eyes on Mac'haidik, my sweet May, 

Was at her first communion upon an Easter-day, 

In the parish-church of Foesnant, 'mong her mates in age and 

size: 
She was twelve years old, — my darling,— and I was twelve 



Like golden blossom of the broom, or wild-rose sweet and small. 
Like wild-rose in a heath-brake, shone my fair among them al! : 
All the time the mass was serving I had ouly eyes for her. 
And the more I gazed upon her, the more love my heart did stir. 

I've a full-fruited apple-tree in my mother's orchard-ground. 
It has green turf about it, and an arbour built around : 
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When my sweet May, my best beloVd, deigns come to visit me, 
We will sit, I and my sweet, in the shadow of that tree ; 

ril puli for her the apple that has the rosiest skin, 
Tie her a posy, with my flower, a marigold, therein — 
A marigold all withered, as for-pined my cheek you see, 
For not one tender kiss of love have I yet had from thee. 



Now hold thy peace, my sweetheart, and soon ; and sing no 

Folk wiU hear you through the valley, as their way to mass 

they go. 
Another time when on the heath we meet, and there's none to 

One little tender love-kiss I wiU give you, — or two, maybe. 
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THE LEPER. 

(AB C'HAKOUZ.) 

[The leprosy appeared in Brittanj near the end of the twelfth ceutorr The 
unhappy creatures attacked by it were out off from fellowship witli th^ii kind, con 
fined to certain towns and certain t[uarters of those towns, liad tteir own Ipper 
priests, leper eliuroljes, leper graves. In later times, the leper was alhwed to dwell 
nutsida the gates of iralled dties and tn e^ny on the businass of rope making ; but 
he was still cut off from the dwellings, worship soc ety and joys of those around him, 

Tbere was Bomethiug horribly signiSoant m the ceri'momal wKich severed the 
leper from his fellow-creatures 

When the diseaso showed itsdf a aclemn procession, tie pnest at its bead, 
visited tlie lionse : tbe priest extortol the leper ti resignation, stripped him of his 
olotlies, giving Mm a black Ii ded cl ik in esobange sprmkled b m with hrly water, 
and conducted him to the ckunJi, where be listened to the daatb-mass kneelii^, 
with eorpac candles about Mm, aud covered with a pall, as if ha bad beeu dead. He 
was then sprinkled afresh with holy water, the Libera nos Diimine was sung, and he 
was led to tbe dwelling set apart for him, which was furnished with a bed, a press, a 
table, a chair, an eiirtben pot, and a lamp. There were ^ven to him a hood and robe, 
with a red cross on the shoulder, a coverlet, a barrel, a funnel, a pair of clappers (to 
warn people from his way), a leathern girdle, and a birchen staff. 

On the threshold the priest exhorted him once more to resignation, warned 
h im never to go out of bia but without bis black btod and his red cress : to enter 
neither into ohuroh, house, nor tavern, mill nor bake house r not to wash, body 
or clothes, in spring or running stream not to shoft himself at holiday, pardon, or 
public assembly : never to tonfih wares in market except with his staff and without 
speaking: never to answer with iJie wmd, to wtlL at night in hollow ways, or to 
caress children or give them anything. Then be Sung i handful of earth on bis feet, 
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THE LEPER. 



and left him alone, in the name of Fatter, Son, and Holj Gtost. If the man, thus 
doomed to deati in life, had ehildcen, they were not baptised with otters, but apart, 
and the water that had tonoied them was thrown ont as polluted. Wien he died he 
was bttried nnder the floor of Itja hut. 

The dliahm^ as thej wera called in Brittany, became eitinct in the fifteenth 
centuTf ; but tie trades of rope'maker and cooper, fonaerly piaetieed by them, are 
still regarded with a lingering feeling of contempt and aversion. The lepers ate the 
subjeotB of many popular Bonga and ballads — turning naturally on the fftetchedness 
of their lot, aapecially on their separation from ttoae they lore. This is the theme 
of tie following dialogue between a leper and his love.] 



^H, thuu that madest Eartli and Heaven, 
A bitter cup to me is given ! 
Through weary night, and dreary day, 
I think of my sweet love, alway. 

My mortal sickness to my bed 
Holdeth. close-bound ray stricken head : 
If my sweet love cotdd come to me. 
Ah, soon consoled I should he. 

Welcome as morning-star that shows 
After a night of weary woes. 
My gentle maiden's face would he, 
If she could come to comfort me. 
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THE LEPEB. 

If she but touched with her sweet hp 
My driaking-ciip's extremest tip ; 
Drinking where she had drunk before. 
Straightway would vanish scab and sore. 

The heart that thou didst give to nae, 
Oh, my beloved, to keep for thee, 
I have not lost, nor sijuaiidered it. 
Nor to an evil use have set. 

The heart that thou didst give to me. 
Oh, my beloved, to keep for thee, 
I have it mingled up with mine : 
Which is my heart, and which is thine ? 



Who is it talketh to me so. 
That am as black as any crow ? 



If you were black as mulberrife, 

For him that loves you, white you'd be. 
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THE LEPEE. 



Young man, it is not sooth you say : 
To you I gave no heart away : 
My maiden-love I gave you not : 
You are a leper, woU I wot. 



Like to an apple on the bough 
Is woman's heart, I do avow : 
Fair is the apple's hue and form, 
But in its heart it hides a worm. 

Like to the leaf upon the spray 
Is beauty in a maiden-May : 
The leaf it droppeth to the ground. 
So lovely looks to fade are found. 

Like the blue flowei' beside the stream. 
The love of a young girl I deem : 
The little flower, of sunlight fain. 
Will sometime turn and turn again. 
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THE LEPER. 

The little flower it turns o' days, 
The young girl's love it turns always ; 
The flower is by the stream swept down, 
Forgettings traitor-menioriea drown. 



I am a youthful clerk, and poor, 
I am the son of laiin Kaour ; 
Three years of study I was fain. 
Now I shall ne'er to school again. 

But soon, after brief space of woe. 
From my own folk I hence shall go : 
Soon death will come, to my desire, 
And purgatory's cleansing fire. 
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THE MILLER'S WIFE OF PONTARO. 

{MELINEEEZ PONTARO.) 

1 BdJinalek is a pardon gay 

Where pretty girls are stol'n away ; — 
And my mill-wheela cry 

Digardiga-di ; 

And my mill-wheels say 

Diga^digarda ! 

Thither come gallants so line and fair. 
Great horses with trappings rich and rare. 

And white-plimied beavers on waving curls, 
To win the fancies of pretty girls. 

Humpy Guillaouik* is wrotli and wae, 
His pretty Fantik is won away. 

' Tie ]3rek>n eiinivaleat for WlUikin. 
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THE MILLERS WIFE OF PONTAEO. 

"Little snip, look not so crazed and crost, 
Your pretty Fantik is not lost : 

" Safe at Pontaro mill is she, 
In the young Baron's companie." 

" Toe ! toe ! toe ! Miller — out and alack ! 
Give me my pretty Fantik back." 

" I ne'er saw your Fanchon, Humpy Will, 
Ne'er save once, at the Baron's mill ; 

" Once, by the bridge, all in her best. 
With a little rose upon her breast ; 

" Her coif was whiter than new-fallen snow, 
It ne'er was gift of youi^a, I know ; 

"And her black velvet bodice was jimp and tight. 
Laced with a lace of silver-whit& 

" A basket she bore on her arm so fair, 
Fihed vdth fruits gold-ripe and rai^e ; 
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TffE MILLERS WIFE OF PONTARO. 



"Fruits in the manor-garden gi-own, 

And flowers, poor snip, above them strown. 



" She looked at her face in the water clear— 
I trow 'twas no face to flout or fleer : 



" And aye she sung — 'tis true, o' mj life — 
' Well is it with the miller's wife : 



" ' To be a miller's wife 's my will — 
The miller's, at the young Baron's mill.' " 



" Miller, thy japes and jeers restrain. 
Give me my pretty Fantik again." 



" Though you count me five hundred crowns 
Tour Fantik shall be no such clown's : 



" Your Fanchon ne'er shall be at your will, 
Here she shall bide, in the Baron's mill : 



" Your Fantik home you shall never bi-ing,— 
Upon her finger I've put my ring. 
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THE MILLERS WIFE OF FONTARO. 



"In Lord Ewen's mill she shall abide— 
There 's a man for a woman's pride ! " 



The men of the mill, they were merry men, 
They stinted not singing — but nor ben — 



Singing so loud and whistling so clear— 
"Pancakes and butter ia dainty fare; 



s well-buttered, face and back. 
And a gowpen* o' meal out of every man's sa 

" A gowpen o' meal out of every man's poke, 
And pretty girls, too, that can take a joke ! " 
And my miU-wheels cry 

Diga-diga-dir ; 

And my miD-wheels say 

Diga-dig-a-da ! 
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THE SILVER MIEBORS. 

(MELLEZOUEOU ARC'HAFT.) 
■etoE briiJe vis&rs her coif decorated with little Kilver miirorK.] 

YTHE and listen, old and young, 
Lythe and list to a new song 

On Marchaid of Kerglujar, 
Fairest maiden, near or far. 

And her mother to her said, 
" None so fair as my Marchaid." 



" Little hoots it to be fair. 
Since no wooer you'll let near. 



""When the apple's red and full. 
Needs you lose no time to pull : 
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'' It will fall and waste its prime, 
If it be not pulled iu time." 



" Little one, te comforted, 
In a year you shall be wed." 



"And if before the year I die, 
Sorely you wiU giieve and cry. 



" If dead ere the year I be. 
In a new grave bury me : 



" On my grave-stead put three posies, 
Two of laurel, one of roses. 



" When the young clerks seek the ground. 
They will deal the posies round i 



" To each other they will say, 
' Maiden -coi"pse lies here in clay ; 



" ' Dead for longing once to wear 
The silver mirrors in her hair-^ 
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THE SILVER MlftROltS. 



'""Wayside tomb * for me were well, 
Out of sound of passing bell : 



" 'Bell for me will never ring, 
Priest o"ci- me will never sing.' " 
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THE CBOSS BY THE WAY. 

(KROAZ ANN" HEHT.) 

fWEET in the green-wood a birdie sings. 
Golden-yellow its two bright wings. 
Red its heartikin, Tjlue its crest'r 
Oh, hut it sings with the sweetest breas 

Early, early i't lighted down 
On the edge of my ingle-stone, 
As I prayed my morning prayer, — 
" Tell me thy errand, birdie fair." 

Then sung it as many sweet things to me 
As there are roses on the rose-tree : 
" Take a sweetheart, lad, 'an you may. 
To gladden youi- heart both night and day." 



)y Go Ogle 



THE CROSS BY THE WAY. 

Past the cross by the way as I went, 
Monday, I saw her, fair as a saint : 
Sunday, I will go to mass. 
There on the green I'll see her pass. 

Water poured in a beaker clear, 
Dimmer shows than the eyes of my dear ; 
Pearls themselves are not more bright 
Than her little teeth, pure and white. 

Then her hands and her cheek of snow, 
Whiter than milk in a black pail, show. 
Yes, if you could my sweetheart see, 
She would charm the heart from thee. 

Had I as many crowns at my beck, 
As hath the Marquis of Poncalec ; 
Had I a gold-mine at my door, — 
Wanting my sweetheart, I were poor. 

If on my door-sill up should come 
Golden flowers for furze and broom. 
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THE CROSS BY THE WAY. 

Till my court were with gold piled high. 
Little I'd reck, but she were by. 

Doves must have their close warm neat, 
Corpses must have the tomb for rest ; 
Souls to Paradise must depart, — 
And I, my love, must to thy heart. 

Every Monday at dawn of day 
I'U on my knees to the cross hj the way ; 
At the new cross by the way 111 bend, 
In thy honour, my gentle friend ! 



>y Go Ogle 



ijGooglc 



THE SWALLOWS/ 

(AR GWENNILIED,) 



.^.^ "'l-O our village a pathway small 
'~- v^ * , Leadeth from the manor-hail ; 



A pathway whiter than 'tis wide. 
And a May-bush grows beside : 

Sweet thereon the May-flowers smell — 
Our lord's youi^ son, he loves them well. 

I'd be a May-flower, 'an I might. 

For him to cull with his hand so white ; 

To cull with that email hand of his, 
That whiter than the May-flower is. 

' Cnmpoaed by the same sistcra who -wrote "The Flowers of May." 
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THE SWALLOWS, 

I would a May-flower I might be, 
That on his heart he might set me. 

Still from the hall away he goes 

When Avinter crowns the house with snows ; 

Goes to the countiy of the Gaul * 
As doth the swallow, at winter-fall. 

When the young year wakes germ and grain, 
With the young year he comes again ; 

When the bine corn-flower 's in the wheat, 
And barley-ears wave green and sweet ; 

When sings the lark above the lea, 
And finch and linnet on the tree ; — 

Comes back to lis a welcome guest, 
At holiday and patrons' feast. 

* " Bro-ctall," Fj-ance, as usual in the Breton. 



ijGooglc 



THE SWALLOWS, 



Oil, would that every month were I 
And every hour a holiday : 



Would I could see about the sky 
All the year round the swallows fly ; 



Could see them still, from spring to spriog, 
Abound our cliimney on the wing ! 
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THE POOR CLERK." 

■ (AK C'HLOAREK PAOUK.) 

^ T WdOilen shoes I've lost them, my naked feet I've 
torn, 
A-following my sweeting through field and brake 
of thorn ; 
The rain may beat, and fall the sleet, and ice chill to the hoae. 
But they're no stay to hold away the lover from his own. 

My sweeting is no older than I that love her so ; 

She's scarce seventeen, her face is fair, her cheeks like roses 

glow. 
In her eyes there is a fire, sweetest speech her hps doth part ; 
Her love it is a prison where I've locked up my heart. 

* An accomit will be found m the Introduction of the Semiarista of Trfignier, 
and of the circumstances under which snch idjlla as this are written. 
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210 THE POOR CLERK. 

Oh, to -what shall I liken her, that a wrong it shall not be 1 
To the pretty little white rose, that is called Rose-Marie ? 
The pearl of girls ; the lUy when among the flowers it grows. 
The lily newly opened, among flowers about to close. 

When I came to thee a-wooing; my sweet, my gentle May, 

I was as is the nightingale upon the hawthorn spray : 

When he would sleep the thorns they keep a pricking in his 

breast. 
That he flies up perforce and sings upon the tree's tall crest. 

I am as is the nightingale, or as a sou! mu«t bo 

That in the purgatory fires- lies longing to be free. 

Waiting the blessed time when i into your house shall come. 

All with the marriage-messenger,* bearing his branch of broom. 

Ah, me ! my stars are froward : 'gainst nature is my state ; 
SiQce in this world I came I've dreed a dark and dismal fate ; 
I have nor living kin nor friends, mother nor father dear, 
There is no Christian on eai-th to vast me happy here. 

* TLe ii&falait. See tJie Songs of Mairiage. 
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There lives no one hath had to hear so much of grief and 

shame 
For your sweet sake as I have, since in this world I came ; 
And therefore on my bended knees, in God's dear name I sue. 
Have pity on your own poor clerk, that lovetli only you ! 
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THE SONG OF THE SOULS IN PAIN. 

(KANAOUEN ANN ANAON,) 

[The "black montli" (Novem'ber), aays M. da la VilletCLarqTi6, is the montli of 
tbe dead. On All Saints' Eve (tlie Sootoh Halloween) crowds flock to tliB grave-yards 
to pray by tlie tamily graves, to fiK with holy water the little hollows left for this 
plans pnrpoae in the Breton' graTe-stones, ov, in some places, to offer libations of milk. 
AH night masses for the dead are said, and the bells toll ; in some places, after 
Tespere tlie palish priest goes round in procession by torch-light to bless the tomba. 
In every house the cloth and the rexeaiiis of t^e supper are left on tlie table, that the 
souls of tlie dead may take their seats about the board : the Are, loo, is left bumiog 
on the hearth, that the dead ina^ vaim their thin hands at the embers, as they did 
in life. When the dead-mssa lias been said, the death-bell tolled, the supper eaten, 
and the household are a-bed, weird wailings are heftrd outside tlie door, blent with 
tbe sigbing of the wind. They are the songa of tie souls, who borrow the voice of 
the parish poor to ask the prayers of the living. This is their song. ] 



i^ 1 Fitber, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
'^'^—■^ "We greet this house, its head and host. 



Gieetmg and health to great and small— 
And bid you straight to praying fall. 



When Death knocks with his hand so thin. 
At midnight, asking to come in. 
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THE SONG OF THE SOULS IN PAIN. 

No heai-t but witb a quake doth say. 
Who is it Death would take away ? 

But you, be not amazed, therefor. 
If we the Dead stand at the door ; 
'Tis Jesus bade us hither creep 
To waken you, if chance you sleep. 

To wake you iu this house that bide. 
To wake you, old and young beside. 
If ruth, alack, live under sky. 
For succour in God's name we cry ! 

Brothers and frienda and kinsmen all. 
In God's name hear us when we call ; 
In God's name pray for us, pray sore, 
Our children, ah, they pray no more ! 

They that we fed upon the breast. 
Long since to think of us have ceast ; 
They that we held in our heart's core, 
Hold us in loving thought no more ! 
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THE SONG OF THE SOULS IN PAIN. 

My son, my daughter, daintily. 
On warm soft feather beds ye lie. 
Whilst I your mother, I your sire, 
Scorch in the purgatory fire. 

All soft and still and warm you lie, 
The poor souls toss in agony : 
You draw your breaths in quiet sleep, 
Poor souls in pain their watching keep, 

A white shroud and five planks for bed, 
A sack of straw beneath the head. 
And over it five feet of clay, 
Are all Earth's goods we take away. 

We lie in fire and anguish-sweat, — 
Fire over head, fire under feet. 
Fire all above, fire all below — 
Pray for the souls that writhe in woe ! 

Aforetime when on earth we moved. 
Parents we bad and friends that loved ■ 
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THE SONG OF THE SOULS IK PAIN, 

But now that we are dead and gone. 
Parents and lovers we have none. 

Succour, in God's name, you that may : 
Unto tlie blessed Virgin pray, 
A drop of her dear milk to shed. 
One drop, on poor souls sore hestead. 

Up from your beds, and speedilife, 
And throw yourselves on bended knee, 
Save those whom ailments sore make lame, 
Or Death, already, calls by name ! 



Hearing this lamentable cry, all rise from their heda, fall on tlieir koees, and 
pray God for the departed, not forgetting tteir repreaentatxTes— the poor at the door. 

The lugubrionE troop passes on its way, through the bare woods, over the waste 
beatha, to the sound of the death-bells, and the wailing of the trind among the dead 
leaves, which are — saja the Breton proverb— less thick on the ground in the biaok 
month, tban the aoula of the dead are m the air this night. 
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APPENDIX. 



THE OEIGINAL BEETON AIES OF SOME OF THE PEECEDING 
BALLADS ANH SONGS HAEMONIZED. 
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APPENDIX. 

tMHE Breton melodies are wild and expressive, partaking 
J somewhat of the character of the Welsh national airs, 
though mder and less complete. Some of them (as noted 
by M. de la Villemarqu^) are so irregular, both in rhythm and 
diatonic progression, that it is difficult to harmonize them without 
alteration. Among the most nnmanageable are " The Crusader's 
Wife," "The Falcon," and " The Nightingale," the masic of which 
I have in consequence omitted, "Bran" and "Eohan" have no 
airs noted by M, de la Villemarqu^. " Gwenc'hlan " and. "Jaui'oz" 
are beautifiilly harmonized in M. de la Vil]enmrc[ue's book, and 
these I have adopted as they stand. I have retained the Breton 
words, as, owing to a peculiar deviation in the accentuation of the 
words as sung irom that of the words as spoken (a peculiarity still 
retained in the modern French), it is diflicult to accommodate to 
the airs English words, even when metrically equivalent to the 
Breton, This wiH explain some few alterations in the English 
words as printed in the music from the versions in the earlier part 
of the volume. 

LAUEA W. TAYLOE. 
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APPENDIX. 



GWIN AR CHALLAOUED. 

(WiNB OF THE Gaols.) 





m^^;^^^^^ 
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AOTROU NANN. 
{The Lord Nann.) 




L^^E^i^^g=i^^^ 
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DIOUGAN GWENCHLAN. 
(The Pebdiction of Gwenchlan.) 



aAndantiiio espressivo. 




Bit and sing be - side my door. When I was young I 

' - na war drenz ma - dor. Pa guz ana heol, 
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BALE ARZUB. 

(The March op Arthur.) 



Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp . . to liat - 

Deomp, deomp, deomp, deomp, . . deomp, deomp, d'ex 




^ h: ^ - -^-■ — - ^-- — —^-^-^—-^ 

din I . . . Tramp son, tramp sire, tramp Mth and 

"^ p kar, deomp breur,deomp mab, deomp 




ij Trin | Tramp one, tramp all have hearts with - 

tad; Deompjdeomp, deomp 'ta, deomp holl tud vad! 
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ALA^-AL-LOUAEN. 

(Alan the 5'ox.) 




yelp,ye!p,yelp,jelp in the glades ; Strange co - nejs, to your 

giip,glip,glip, glip er c'hoad; Goa ko - ni-Ued r 




two bright blades ! Ho 
■ tall - - vrol Lemmdremmiie zaou-la - gad! Goa ko - 
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LIVADEN GERIZ. 
(The Drowning of ELiek-is.) 



the word the man of God Spake to KuigGradloc, lily tie of 



mm^^^^^m 
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EEOUK-KINNIG NETJMKNOIOU. 
(The Evil Tribute oe Nomenob.) 
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EOSEN ELLIANT. 
(The Plague op Elliant.) 



'Twisfc Faou - et audLlaDgoIaa, There livesa bard a lioIyinan,There 
Tre Lango-leahagarFa-ouet, Eur Barzsau-tel a zoka-Tet;Eiir 




DISTEO EUZ A TKO-ZAOZ. 

Andantino, i^^'^^^^ ^^OM Saxon Land.) 



~i . i,iu - uor - gat and pa - rish Plou - a 
izJPoul - der - gat ha par - rez PIou - a 
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Eri s ^jT-^^B ^^g^j 



-* rT'^^" 



M^^Ei^gH 



i 



tJ - ray. To marc' ' ' ' ' ' " .-. . . • . 



^mmm^W^^^ 





xGoogle 



AE BKEUE MAGEB. 
(The ]?oster Brother.)* 
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BAEON JAOnlOZ. 




t/ sto - ry goes,Tlii>u'rt sold to the Lord of Jaui - - ol? " 
hu - a - nat ; me - gle - ve'im ern glod hu - a - nat. 
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STOTJRM AKN TEEGONT. 
(The Batile op the Thirty.) 
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FEST AR MIZ EVEK. 
(The June Feast^ 



"Goodday to yoUBweetgos-sip, Greeting and fair good day, Good 
De-mad d'hoc'hu, ko-me-rez de -madd'hoo'h a la rann,De 

- n-T-n , ,r-rl - 
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ANN ALffii]. 
(The Shepeeed's Call.) 




kjue to lea, There I heard my sweet-heart sing - ing, 

zaout er mea, E - kle-Tig - va-donz o ka - na, 
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by the voice I knew t'was she; There Ih^rdmysweet-heart 
tag he a - naia dioc'h he moez ; E kle-viz va douz o 
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